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PREFACE 


The  accompanying  work,  compiled  and  edited  by  a Committee  of  Graduates  and 
Undergratoates  of  the  University  of  Toronto,  is  offered  to  the  University 
• musical  world  as  a comprehensive,  and,  in  many  respects,  a 

unique  collection  of  College  Songs. 

to  design  is  two-fold, — to  meet  the  requirements  of  the  University  College 
Glee  Club  and  the  undergraduate  body,  and  to  be  a suitable  collection  for  use  in 
the  drawing-room  and  around  the  camp-fire. 

^ the  music  in  the  book  has  been  carefully  edited  by  Mr.  Theodore  Martens 
of  whose  thorough  and  painstaking  services  the  Committee  desire  to  make  special 
mention  Wherever  necessary  or  desirable,  songs  have  been  re-harmonized,  trans- 
posed or  arranged  for  male  voices,  and,--a  special  feature  of  the  work— nearly  all 
choruses  have  been  arranged  with  parts  suitable  for  college  and  general  use.  Great 
economy  in  the  disposal  of  space,  and  the  almost  entire  use  of  the  short  score,  have 
made  it  possible  to  include  an  unusually  large  number  of  songs.  Among  them  will 
of  course  be  found  many,  original,  or  peculiar  to  the  University  of  Toronto,  that 
have  never  tefore  appeared  in  any  pe,rmanent  or  accessibie  form.  Numerous 
songs,  for  which  translations  have  been  specially  written,  will  be  particularly  ser- 
viceable and  acceptable.  To  give  added  interest  to  the  collection  and  greater  per- 
manence to  its  value,  a large  amount  of  standard  music  has  been  included,  while 
many  valuable  copyright  songs  have  been  purchased,  or  are  used  by  special  per- 
mission. 

The  Committee  desire  to  express  them'  cordial  thanks  to  the  President  and 
Faculty,  to  the  Graduates  and  Undergraduates,  and  to  many  others  less  intimately 
connected  with  the  College,  for  the  assistance  generously  afforded  them  in  the  pro- 
secution of  their  work. 

For  permission  to  reprint  certain  copyright  songs,  the  Committee  and  the 
Publishers  acknowledge  their  obligations  to  John  Farmer,  Esq.,  Balliol  College, 
Oxford ; to  Messrs.  Chappell  & Co.,  Messrs.  Robert  Cocks  & Co.,  Mr.  Edwin  Ash- 
down, Messrs.  Novello,  Ewer  & Co.,  and  Mr.  John  Blockley,  of  London,  England; 
and  to  Messrs.  A.  & S.  Nordheimer,  of  Toronto. 

The  Compilation  Committee  and  the  Publishers,  Messrs.  I.  Suckling  & Sons, 
have  made  every  endeavour  to  discover  the  authors  and  owners  of  all  songs  in  the 
work.  Should  any  cases  have  eluded  their  vigilance,  the  Publishers  ask  the  kind 
indulgence  of  those  whose  permission  would  gladly  have  been  sought. 


University  College, 

Toronto,  December,  1887 
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I LMOST  thirty  years  ago  a group  of  young  fellows,  undergraduate 
students  of  University  College,  Toronto,  took  it  into  their  heads  to 
publish  a book  of  college  songs.  There  was  a University  Glee  Club 
in  those  days,  flourishing  intermittently.  There  was  a comparatively 
small  body  of  students.  For  the  boys  concerned,  the  venture  was. 
somewhat  daring.  Music  publishing  w’as  in  its  very  callow  infancy 
in  Canada.  There  were  only  two  music  typesetters  in  Toronto;  their 
maximum  output  was  a page  a day.  Canadian  publications,  of  what- 
ever kind,  found  it  hard  to  get  recognition.  However,  a publisher  was  discovered 
who  professed  his  faith  in  the  idea — a flickering  faith,  qualified  by  a demand  for  a 
guarantee  of  at  least  one  thousand  subscriptions  in  advance.  The  project  took  form, 
enthusiasm  developed,  the  one  thousand  subscribers — and  more — were  gathered  in,  a 
contract  was  signed  by  those  of  the  group  who  were  of  years  enough  to  sign  it, 
and  the  work  was  fairly  under  way.  • 


The  months  that  followed  are  a pleasant  memory.  The  group  of  editors  met 
in  almost  daily  session,  sifting  over  an  immense  quantity  of  song  material,  drawn  from 
all  available  sources.  The  work  to  be  done  in  such  a case  is  very  great — incredible 
by  those  who  have  had  no  experience  of  it.  The  nugget  emerging  seems  a small  return 
from  the  mass  thht  goes  into  the  melting  pot.  But  the  task  was  carried  out  with  care 
and  conscience,  and  the  result  seemed  to  show  that  choice  was  made  with  a true  instinct 
for  the  right  things  in  words  and  music.  The  book  sprang  into  instant  favour  among 
the  studente,  and  became  very  popular  throughout  the  Dominion.  Over  forty  thousand 
copies  were  sold — a “record”  for  those  days.  It  was  altogether  a labour  of  love  on 
the  part  of  the  compilers.  None  of  them  received,  or  expected,  any  money  reward. 
The  royalties,  such  as  they  were,  were  devoted  to  the  purposes  of  the  University  Col- 
lege Glee  Club  while  it  lived,,  and,  in  more  recent  days,  to  the  free  distribution  of  a 
Soldiers’  Song  Book  to  men  of  the  Canadian  Overseas  Forces. 


It  was  fitting  that  the  book  should  be  dedicated  to  the  venerable  President,  Sir 
Daniel  Wilson,  who  took  a deep  interest  in  this  undertaking  of  his  students ; and  fitting 
also  were  the  words  from  Cowley  in  which  the  dedication  was  made: 


“Nor  can  the  snow  that  age  can  shed 
Upon  thy  reverend  head 
Quench  or  allay  the  noble  fire  within; 

But  all  that  youth  can  be,  thou  art.” 

Nearly  all  of  the  songs  then  chosen  are  still  popular,  and  successive  generations 
of  students  sing  then?  yet.  The  old  book  forms  the  nucleus  of  the  present  collection. 
But  there  is  much  added  material.  Mr.  J.E.  Jones  (who  was  the  first  to  plan  and  the 
most  eager  to  execute  the  original  undertaking  in  1887,  and  who  has  kept  a keen 
interest  in  boys  and  young  men,  their  songs  and  doings,  ever  since),  has  edited  it 
with  the  same  care  as  was  given  to  the  first  collection,  calling  to  his  aid  the  youth  and 
enthusiasm  of  a committee  of  present  day  students,  Messrs.'  Boland  B.  Ferris,  Herbert 
Turney  and  Grenville  B.  Frost.  Some  of  the  old  songs  have  been  omitted  as  having  lost 
their  savour. 
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Though  it  is  not  yet  “Forty  Years  On,”  the  days  are  upon  us  (suddenly,  as  it 
seems), 


“When  we  look  back  and  forgetfully  wonder 
What  we  were  like  in  our  work  and  our  play.” 


The  original  committee  has  been  disbanded.  It  no  longer  controls  the  publication. 
One  of  its  members  died  some  years  ago.  Another,  Major-General  M.  S.  Mercer,  C.B., 
who  has  been  much  in  our  minds  and  hearts  during  these  troublous  years  of  the  Great 
War,  has  fallen  in  his  country’s  cause  inManders,  after  chivalrous,  heroic  and  effec- 
tive service.  Others — in  law,  in  the  church,  in  journalism,  in  business  life — ^find  little 
leisure  for  song  or  even  for  reminiscence.  But  for  old  times’  sake,  and  in  remem- 
brance of  the  launching  of  that  early  venture,  the  surviving  members  may  be  allowed  \o 
bespeak  a friendly  reception  for  this  new  work,  built  upon  their  undertaking  of 
years  ago. 


J.  D.  S. 


Toronto,  January,  1918 


COMMITTEE  OF  1887 


JOHN  J.  FERGUSON,  Methodist  Minister,  Unionville,  Ontario. 

JOHN  W.  GARVIN,  Insurance,  Toronto. 

ROBERT  M.  HAMILTON,  Presbyterian  Minister,  Broekville,  Ontario. 

WILLIAM  J.  HEALY,  Journalist,  Winnipeg. 

FRED.  B.  HODGINS,  Anglican  Clergyman,  one  of  the  editors  “The  Churchman,”' 
New  York. 

ROBERT  L.  JOHNSTON,  Barrister,  Toronto, 

JAMES  EDMUND  JONES,  Chairman  of  Committee,  Barrister,  Toronto. 

NEWTON  KENT,  Toronto,  (ob.) 

MALCOLM  S.  MERCER,  C.B.,  Barrister,  Toronto,  Major-General,  Commanding  3rd 
Division,  Canadian  Expeditionary  Force.  Killed  in  action,  1916. 

JOHN  D.  SPENCE,  Secretary  of  Committee,  Barrister,  Toronto. 

ARCHIBALD  H.  YOUNG,  D.C.L.,  Professor  in  Trinity  University,  Toronto. 
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GOD  SAVE  THE  KING 


Maettlcto. 


AMERICA. 

(MY  COUNTRY,  'TIS  OP  THEE.) 

(MISE»  VOICES.) 


1.  My  country,  ’tis  of  thee,  Sweet  land  of  Ub 

3.  My  na  • live  coun  • try  thee,  Land  of  the  no 
8,  Let  mu  eic  swell  thebreeze,And  ring  from  all 

4,  Our  fa-there’  God,  to  Thee,  Au  thor  of  lib 


“• • — 

' ty.  Of  thee  I slag;  Xiand  where  my 

ble  free.  Thy  name  I love;  I love  thy 

the  trees  Sweet  Freedom's  aong;  Let  mor>tal 

or  - ty,  To  Thee  we  sing;  Long  may  our 
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AMERICA 


fa  there  died,  Land  of  the  Pil-grim’spnde.From  ev  - ’ry  raoun-tain  side  Let  free-dom  ringr. 
rooks  and  rills.  Thy  woods  and  tem  pledhiUsiMy  heart  with  rap- turethrills, Like  that  a - bore. 
toDgoeea-wake,  Let  all  that  breathe  par -take,  Let  rooks  their  si  • lence  break, The  sound  pro  - long, 
land  be  bright.  With  free-dom'e  ho  - ly  light.  Pro  . tert  us  by  Thymigbt.GreatGod.our  King. 


MAY  OOD  PRESERVE  THEE,  CANADA. 


THE  MAPLE  LEAF  FOREVER 
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. I ~ ir\it  - iiKi  9 9 itiir  uu- 

aide  by  side,  For  free  - dom,  homes,  mid  ioved  ones  dear,  Firmly  euxxl  and  no  • • bly 
Noot  - k:v  Sound ; May  jiesce  for  e - ver  bo  oiir  lot,*  And  plen-tebus  store  , a- 
sweeC- ly  ainile;  God  bless  Old  Scos-lnud  e-  ver  • more,  And  Ire  • land's  Km  • er-ald 
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THE  MAPLE  LEAF  FOE  EVER. 


CBonvs. 


Words  by  Hon.  Justicr  Routhier. 
Translation  by  B.  Morton  Jones. 


Maestoso  o risoluto 


O CANADA 
Chant  National. 


O Ca  - na  . dal  Ter  - 
O Ca-na-  da!  The 
Sous  I’ceil  (le  Dieu,  prds 
Neath  Hea-ven's  eye.  be  • 

j j 


‘C  de  nos  ai  - 
land  cur  fa-then  Jound, 
du  fleu  - ve  . ant, 
stde  a migh  - ty  stream. 

J :i  ^ 


C.  Lavallbe. 
arr.byT  MaRTiBi. 


Ton  front  est 
Now  bright  the 
Le  Ca - na 
Great  grow  thy 

1 I J‘ 


fleu-rons  glo-ri  . eux! 
on  thy  fore-head  bound! 
dit  en  es  - . rant. 

they  of  great-ness  dream. 

■j-  ^ aJ.  J.  J. 


Carton  bras  sail  poV  - ter  Vr 
For  the  sword  thine  arm  hath  in 
L est  d'u-ne  ra-ce 

tor  the  race  they  spring  from  is 


iiij.  J J. 


plus  bril-lants  e* 

btgh  . est  theme  Thy  sim  • pte  his  ♦ to 
rid  - re  Dans  ’ ce  mon  - de  nou  - 
pat^d  their  place  with  the  great  ones  of  the 


ploits. 

Et 

ta 

va  - 

leur, 

ry. 

And  thy  hold 

.hearts, 

veau. 

Tou-jours 

gui 

■ dd 

earth. 

And 

the 

high 

Jaith 

A. 

1 

.a. 

1 

CopyrJghi, Canada, 1914  by  W.  R.Braper. 
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BULB  BRITAKKIa^ 


OHOBUB. 


6.  tCo  ttiM  belong  the  rural  reign, 

Tby  cities  ehail  with  commerce  shine 
All  thine  shall  be  the  sobjeot  main. 
And  ev’ry  shore  it  circles  thine. 

Bale,  Britannia,  &o. 


6.  The  Masee,  still  with  Freedom  fennd, 

Shall  to  thy  happy  ccasts  repair; 

Bleat  Isle  I with  matobless  Beanty  orowa’d 
And  manly  hearts  to  guard  the  Fair. 
Bale,  Britannia,  do. 


Chuns  may  be  song  in  two  voicM  by  omitting  the  second  Soprano. 
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LA  MARSEILLAISE 


ger  VOS  fils,  vos  com  - pa-^nes. 

peace  and  liber-ly  Jie  - bleedingl 


Aux  ar  - mes,  Ci  - to  - yons! 
To  arms,  to  arme,  ye  brave  1 


2.Que  vent  cette  horde  d’esolaves, 

(ie  traitres,  de  rois  conjures? 

Pour  qui,  ces  ignoblee  entraves, 

|:  ces  i'ers  dbs  longlems  prepares?  t| 
Fmn9ai8,  pour  nous!  Ahl  quel  outrage! 
quels  tronsports  il  doit  exciter! 

C’cst  V0U8  qu’on  oso  mediter 
de  rendre  a Vantique  esclavage! 

Aux  armes  etc. 


:i  I 


J-i 
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ITALIAN  NATIONAL  HYMN 
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on-ward  yes 
fet  - ters  nor 

ria  • mo,  cor 
to-  ne  te 

/JLk n 1”  1 

on-ward,  ad-\ 
tbongrs  will 

na  ' mo,  au  o 
dee  - CO  I'l 

^ance  g-al-lant 
I-tal  - y en  - 
gio.  • va  - ni 
ta  - lia  non 

war-rior8,un  - 
dure  from  the 
Khie  - re!  Su  a 
do  • ma.  Non 

ftirl  to  the 
stran-g-ers  who 
ven  - to  per 
cres  . co-no  al 

winds  ban  - 
wan-ton  - ly 
tut  • to  le 
gio  - CO  le 

Tf 

t-f— 

f# 

T * ^ 

Italian  National  Hynm.2 
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National  Song  of  Belgium 

LA  BRABANCONNE 


BELGIUM 
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o'  Belgique,  6 mere  cherie, 

A toi  nos  coeurs  a toi  nos  bras, 
A toi  notre  sang  0 Patrie, 

Nous  le  jurons  tous,tu  vivras! 

Tu  vivras  toujours  grand  et  belle 
Et  ton  invincible  unite 
Aura  pour  devise  immortelle: 

Le  Roi.Ja  loi,  la  Uberte'l 


O’  Belgium, Oh‘ our  loved  bomel 

To  theeour  hearts  to  thee  our  arms, 

To  thee  our  lives  oh  motherland, 

Shall  we  give  that  thou  mayest  live . 
Thou  shalt  live  grand  and  beautiful 
And  thy  unconquered  unity 
Shall  forever  live  in  immortality, 

For  King,  for  law,  for  liberty. 
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HAIL  COLUMBIA. 


Wordtby  JUDGE  KOPKIN60N,l7g8.  PROF.  PHYLO,  1789. 

TfUh  Euorgy, 

1.  H&il  Co-loin>bi&,  bap-py  lasdl  Eai),  ye  heroes,  heuv'n-born  band,  Who  and  bled  Id 
3.  Immortal  patriote,  rise  once  more,  Defend  your  rights,  defend  yonr  shore  I Let  no  rode  foe,  with 
A S.  Behold  the  ohiu  who  now  commands,  Once  more  to  serve  bis  country  stands  The  rock  on  which  the 


freedom's  oanse.  Who  fought  and  bled  in  freedom's  cause,  And  when  the  storm  of  war  was  gone,  £n> 
im  - pioos  hand.  Let  no  rode  foe,  with  im  - pious  hand,  In-vade  the  shrine  where  sacrM  lies  Of 
etorm  will  beat,  The  rock  on  which  the  storm  will  beat.  But  armed  in  vir-tue,  hrm  and  true,  His 


joy'd  the  peace  yonr  val  • or  won.  Let  In  - de-pen-dence  be  onr  boast,  £t  • er  mind-fnl 

toil  and  blood,  the  well-eam'd  prize.  While  off’ring  peace,  sincere  and  jnst,  In  Heav'n  wo  plaee  a 

hopes  are  fixed  on  Heav'n  and  yon.  When  hope  was  sinking  in  ^smay,  When  glooms  ob  • scar’d  Co* 


what  it  cost;  Ev  • er  grate-ful  for  the  prize,  Let  its  al  - tar  reach  the  skies. 
>nan>ly  tmst,  That  troth  and  jos-tice  will  pre  • vail,  And  ev'  • ry  scheme  of  bond*age  fail, 
lum-bia's  day,  His  stead  • y mind,  from  changes  free,  Re-solved  on  death  or  lib  • er  • ty 


cnonvs. 


Japanese  National  H3Tnn 
KIMl  GA  YO 
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Slowi^'- 

1st  ft  2od  Teuor. 


The  Harp  that  Once  thro'  Tara’s  Halls. 

Arranged  by  TuKOSOftS  MAitTSrrS. 


that  &oul  were  So 


■ once  beat  high  for  prajse,  Now  feel  that  pulse  no  more.. 


Iicarts  thajoiice  beat  high  for  praise.  Now  feeTIhat  pulse  nomorT' 
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the  harp  that  once  thro- TARA’S  HALLS. 


lives  that  still  it  lives. 
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OLD  GRIMES. 


Gdm«8.  old  Grimea,  old  Grimes,  Old  Grimes,  old  Grimes,  old  Grimes,  old  Grimes,  old  Grimes,  old  Grimes, old  OrimM. 


8. 


4. 


6. 


6. 


Whene’er  he  heard  the  voice  of  pain, 

His  breast  with  pity  burned ; 

The  large  roond  head  upon  his  cane. 

From  ivory  was  toro^. 

Kind  words  he  ever  had  for  all, 

He  knew  no  base  design ; 

Hia  eyes  were  dark  and  rather  small. 

His  nose  was  aqoiline. 

He  lived  at  peace  with  all  mankind. 

In  friendship  he  was  true; 

Eis  coat  bad  pocket-holes  behind, 

His  pantaloons  were  blue. 

Unharmed,  the  sin  which  earth  pollutes, 
He  passed  securely  o’er, 

And  never  wore  a pair  of  boots, 

For  thirty  years  or  more. 

11.  Thns,  Undisturbed 
Hia  peaceful  mo 
And  everybody  sai 
A fine  old  gentle 


7.  But  good  old' Grimes  is  now  at  rest, 

Nor  fears  misfortune's  frown 
He  wore  a double-breasted  vest,^ 

The  stripes  ran  up  and  down, 

8.  He  modest  merit  sought  to  find, 

And  give  it  its  desert, 

He  bad  no  malice  in  bis  mind. 

No  ruffles  on  bis  shirt. 

0.  His'neighbors  he  did  not  abuse, 

Was  sociable  and  gay, 

He  wore  nor  lefts  nor  rights  for  shoes, 
And  changed  them  every  day. 

10.  His  knowledge,  hid  from  pnblie  gaso, 
He  did  not  bring  to  view. 

He  made  a noise  town-meeting  daya 
As  many  people  do. 

by  anxious  cares, 
ments  ran, 
d be  was 


t 
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THE  BLUE  AND  WHITE. 


Words  by  Rev.  CLARIS  EDWIN  SILCOX,  ’08. 


Music  by  CLAYTON  E.  BDSH,  ’01. 
An-,  by  J.D.A.Tripp.  * 


last  But  Wll  sc-ver.'TruIrj'  'cv .‘crL^vl Tor  ’TlT'-^Tty  „7y  T T- 


US  all,  And  the  mer  - ry  days  of 


song-,  Aye,  and  cheer  both  loud  and  lone-  The  ui  t»i 

Tin.;i  V u Jine  itoy  - al  Blue  and  Tl’liit* 

call,  Wliile, what  - ev  - er  mav  ».«  foil  urjn  vvmte. 

I I I ( 7 ^ ‘ Blue  and  White. 


rT“r==r^^T=r 


82 


LITORIA. 

(TORONTO  VERSION.) 


P.  C.  WADE,  -Si 


, Jn-AwnSwDTBKon. 


Lt  - to  - ri  • ft  I Lt  . to  - ri  • 
IST  ^AHDiNDflASS 


"V  P P ^ 

8we  - de  • !e  • we  - ichn 

> t ft  r ■!> 
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0 TEMPORA,  O MORES.' 

8.  The  tiddler  drew  his  fiddle  oat,  I tell  you  pretty  qaiok, 

O temnora,  O mores ; 

And  straight  Across  his  fi.ldle  sitings  he  arew  his  liddle-stidk, 

O tempora,  O mores; 

Allegro,  dolce,  presto,  now  wasn’t  that  a go  ? 

Oh  wasn'tthat  a jolly  lark.  O tempora,  Oho; 

Oh  masio  charms  the  savage  beast,  as  we  all  know. 

8.  He  had'nt  played  a dozen  bars,  before  the  crocodile, 

O tempora.  O mores  ; 

Began  to  dance'  a Highland  fling  beside  the  ancient  l?ile, 

0 tempora.  0 moi-es  ; 

Then  polkas,  galops,  waltzes,  oh  wasn't  that  a go?  Ac. 

4.  Then  roaud  and  round  upon  the  sand  they  danced  like  one  o'clock, 

O tempora,  O mores ; 

Until  against  a pyramid  his  tail  he  chanced  to  knock, 

O tempora,  O mores  ; 

It  fell  and  knocked  six  others  down,  oh  wasn't  that  a go?  Ac. 

6.  Now  when  this  awkward  brute  had  knocked  the  pyramids  to  smash 
O tempora.  O mores  ; 

The  tiddler  sought  tUe-uearest  pub.  to  try  and  get  some  bash 
0 tempora,  O mores ; 

He  called  for  Bass’s  Bitter  Beer,  oh  wasn't  that  a go?  Ac. 

6.  A fiddler’s  throat  is  like  a bole,  uncommon  hard  to  fill, 

O tempora,  O mores; 

And  if  he  hasn't  finished  yet,  no  doubt  he’s  drinking  still, 

O tempora,  O mores ; 

Then  let  us  all  drink  with  him,  O won’t  that  bs  a go?  Ac. 


JINGLE,  BELLS. 
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Words  by  . fwiOORE. 

I'ttltieHralltf. 


THOSE  EVENING  BELLS. 


J.D.KERRtSOK. 

> 


I 


1.  Tbu^ie  even  - iog  belle,  tboee  even  - ing  bells.  How  man  - y - a tule  their 

2.  Those  joy  - one  hoars  are  passed  a - way,  And  man  - y u heart  that 

d.  And  80  'twill  be  when  I am  gone.  That  tune  - ful  peal  will 


-m — m~ 


L'w  man  - y a tale  their 

id  man  - y a heart  that 

That  tune  - ful  peal  will 


mns  • io  tells  Of  youth  and  home  and  that  sweet  time  When  fT?  I )i' aid  thex- 

then  was  pay.  With  - - ii  IhoTonib  now  dark  iy  dwells.  And  liears  mo  more  thoet 

still  ring  on.  While  oti:  - er  hards  shall  walk  these  dells,  And  sing  yuur  praise,  eweet 


I , 

soothing  ohime.  Of  youth  and  . -me  a id  that  sweet  time  When  last  I h'-ani  their  soofiiug  ctiiine- 
even-ing  bolls.  With  - in  the  tomb  now  dark  • ly  dwells.  And  hears  no  more  those  evening  bells 
even-ing  bells.  While  otb  • er  hards  shall  walk  theeedells.  And  sing  your  praise,  sweet  evening  bells 


->-*■ ^ 

THE  CRUISE  OF  “THE  BUGABOO.' 


, , — 

— -tn” 

^ J * • • J • * — - ' 

L Come  all  ye  ten  - dor  heart  • ed  men,  Wber  • e> 

^ • T?  »■  rs:  ■ 

• er  ye  may  be,  And  I'll 

^ ‘ -#■  i J'  1 

sr  9 

U 4 , 1 

t - ' ' ' 

■ ‘ • ■ J -T  J 

^ ■ ^ 

toll  ye  of  the  dan 


gets  that  are  on  the  deep,  blue  sea , The  , 


TUE  CftUISE  OF  -THK  litJGAJiOO." 


I shipped  as  cook  and  steward,  me  bye*. 

Fur  divil  u dint  I hod : 

I said  yooi-bye  Iv  Mary  Ann 
Aud  was  feslin  party  had 
As  I said  gi>nd-6ye  to  Muvy  Aiui. 

And  set  toe  face  to  the  west 
I heard  the  engineer  remark 

That  the  horse  was  doin’  his  t>tf3C. 

8.  The  first  time  that  I set-ii  the  ship. 

She  Jay  in  Terauliiy  sircvl  canal ; 

She  was  tall,  an'  lariie.  an'  beautiful. 

Forgit  her  shape  1 nivei  shnll 
Oh.  the  captain  he  wore  a lar.<ie  «tra«  liat, 
Knee-breeches,  and  a body-c«Kit  blue: 

Arrah.  bednd  1 the  byes  all  said  he'd  make  a fine 
flgger-head 

Fur  to  ornament  The  bugaboo 

i Oh.  the  engineer  ho  went  asleep 
As  he  sat  ab>>ord  the 
And  the  second  mate  rallt-H  out  lo  him 
“Arrah,  turn  ihe  crank  you  foeil;  ' 

The  second  mate  'notloitid  and  swoie.  me  byes. 
Tilt  he  split  the  back  o(  his  vest , 

And  the  engineer  woke  up.  and  replied 
Tnat  the  horse  whs  doin'  his  be^t 

5,  Wo  soon  weighed  anchor,  an’  set  sail 

Fur  lo  plougli  the  negin'  surl ; 

We  wuz  bound  for  the  bog  of  Allaghen 
For  lo  git  a Inv.i  of  turf 
We  sailed  all  nl.^o.  undl  we  reached 
The  back  of  Hicbmond  Barracks  so  true' 

Anti  ihegannny  I'hghty-Sixth  fired  a royal 
sft  iite  of  hneks 
At  the  captain  «»J'  The  Hugabito. 

6.  Then  the  captain  pined  all  hands  on  deck, 

Fur  lo  answer  the  islute; 

And  he  grabbed  ahold  of  a muriin’  spike 
And  IhiJ  second  mate's  lefidiand  boot 
He  throwerl  th«  hxit  “o  atmight.  me  by*-. 

That  he  hit  the  mule  on  the  chest  - 
And  th  engiiiem;  re  mo'n-sira-ted 
That  the  horse  whs  doin'  his  bctl 


7.  Niue  years  we  sailed,  when  a storm  arose, 

'fhecAnal  rose  mount-ins  high  ; 

Ob,  the  ligbtuiii'  flaslv-d.  and  the  thmider  rolled. 
An'  lit  the  dark  blue  sky 
The  second  mate  he  gev  orders 
Fur  lo  lower  the  sail  an'  dew; 

An'  the  captain  down  below,  lyin’  smokih*  id  hia 
'oerth. 

Set  fire  to  The  Bugaboo. 

8.  TJien  the  mole  took  fright  an’  run  away, 

An  ’ left  the  crew  afioat ; 

'The  tnat^he  shouted  to  the  engineer 
Far  to  come  ami  snve  the  boat. 

But  the  mule  was  gitiin'  along,  me  byes. 

Ad'  his  tail  was  headin'  for  the  west ; 

And  the  engineer  called  cut  quite  loud 
That  the  horse  was  aoiii  uis  nest. 

9.  When  the  captain  seen  what  he  had  done, 

He  loud  for  help  did  shout ; 

.An’  he  hollered  up  tr(K>’  the  chimney  hole 
Fur  tin-  helmsman  fur  to  come  nnd  pht  it  oat. 
But  the  helmsman  ho  wi^  fast  asleep, 

An’  to  his  post  untrue : 

Alt'  the  lire  burned  so  bard  in  the  titiddla  of  tbs 
turf. 

Hedad.  we  couldn't  save  The  liugahoo 

10.  Oil.  the  fire  burned  so  hal'd,  me  byes, 

That  it  burned  the  towin'-rope; 

And  tlw  mule  he  throwed  tlie  engineer, 

Who  tumbled  down  the  slope. 

The  captain  (»lled  to  the  engineer 
Fur  to  give  the  iiiule  n rest ; 

And  the  engineer  replied  from  the  bunk 
That  the  horse  was  doin'  his  K-st. 

11.  When  forty  tonsand  miles /rom  sand, 

In  iiilituds  fiftv  four. 

Ob  the  tire  ii  huniMl  so  hard,  me  bye.s. 

That  it  fonl.ln'l  burn  anv  more. 

The  capl»in  he  iheii  gey  oiHlcrs— 

■ l.uwet-  (ati  /ih  ) I he  hoais  nn'  save  the  cisw  J'* 
Forty-seven  fovkonuins,  fifty-four  FarTiowns, 
Want  down  hi  The  Bugobun 


wn  - lin,’ At  Billy 

DQon  - y a eorim  mage An* 

that  I lamed  all  * me  court  - in' O' the 

Con  - nor.  she  lived  jiet  . for  - ninst  me ^n’ 
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MUSH,  MUSH. 


3.  Bata  blackguurd,  exiled  Mickey  MaloDey, 
Came  an’  Bthr>(e  her  sflictions  away ; 
Fur  he'd  money  an’  I hadn't  ony, 

So  £ Bint  him  a challcns'e  nixt  day. 

In  the  ayvenin’  we  met  al  the  Woodbine, 
The  Don  we  crosse<i  o'er  in  a boat ; 

An’  I lathered  him  wid  meehiHaly. 

Fox  be  throd  on  the  tail  o'  me — Cho. 


tt.  Ob,  me  fame  winbabroad  through  the  oation, 
Ac’  folks  came  a-flockin’  to  see ; 

An'  they  cried  oat,  w.dout  hesitation — 
“Ton’re  a fightiii’  mnn,  Billy  MeGee  1” 

Oh,  I've  claned  out  tiie  Finnigan  faction, 

An’  I've  licked  all  the  Murphys  afloat ; 

If  yon’re  in  far  a row  or  a raotioo,  • 

Jist  ye  thread  on  the  tail  o’ 


MICHAEL  ROY. 


A.n«grftto.  mf 
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OH  MY  DARLING  CLEMENTINE. 


T"tnpa<ilvio*arbtt  Word*  and  Music  by  Pfc.VC.Y  MONTROSE- 


VU  »itne  ii»  for  fsolo. 


4-ft 


FORTY  YEARS  ON. 
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t.  O the  great  days,  in  the  distance  enchanted, 

Days  of  fre^h  air,  in  the  rain  and  the  son, 

How  we  rejoiced  as  we  struggled  and  panted 

Hardly  iMlievable,  forty  years  on  I 
How  we  discoursed  of  them,  one  with  another, 
Anraring  triomph,  or  balancing  fate. 

Ifoved  the  ally  with  the  heart  of  a brother. 

Hated  the  foe  with  a pfa^'ing  at  bate  1 
Follow  np  I An. 


4 Forty  years  on,  growing  older  and  older, 

Shorter  in  wind, .as  in  memory  long, 

Feeble  of  foot,  and  rheumatic  of  ehomder, 

What  will  it  help  you  that  once  were  strong? 

God  give  us  bases  to  guard  or  beleaguer. 

■ Games  to  play  on',  whether  earnest  or  fun; 
Fights  for  the  fearless,  and  goals  for  the  eager, 
Twenty,  and  thirty,  and  forty  years  on 
Followup]  Ac. 


" Thu  METAannm  • 


H.  S O,. 


Words  bj  Miss  N.  C.  £NO,  (WellesSey  CoU. 


1.  Dirbctions.  take  a few  |,ieoes  of  zinc,  And  put  in  your  ten  - er  - a - for  Add 

2.  Obssrvations  The  ac-tioa  was  not  ver  • y brisk,  When  I pnc  in^H  , S O Ro  J 
• . CoxoLUBioss.  As  I wiped  np  the  acid  and  zinc,  And  ewept  up  the  glass  from  the  ^cor,  If 


wa  . ter.  then  plug  in  the  cork, 
tried  ni  - trio  a - cid  to  see 
clod  - ed  I’d  stick  to  divectious, 

caosus. 


and  pour  in  JJ 
If  the  thing  would'nt 
And  try  my  own 


_ s fc*  O 4,  And 

'biib  - bie  up  more,  If  the 
me  • thodsBomore,  And 


pour  in  H , SO 
thing  would’nt  bub  - b!e  up  more, 
try  my  own  me  • thods  no  more, 


And  pour  in  H j S O Add 

If  the  thing  wouldn’t  bub  - bio  up  more.  So  I 
And  try  my  own  me  - thods.  no  more,  ' I cen- 


ter then  plug  in 
tried  ni  - trio  a - cid 
olud  - ed  I'd  stick  to 


the  oork, 
to  see 
di  • reo  • tions. 


And 
If  the 
And 


pour 

thing 

try 


in  H . , 
wouldn't  bab  - ble  np  more, 
my  own  metb  • ode  no  more. 
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Mu«ic  by  JAS.  £OMUND  JONBa» 


THE  TRAMP’S  SONG. 


L ^ 

j 

^-11 

ev'mug's  dgsky  shadows,  In  nwming's  rosy  light,  Cheerily  ring  our  footsteps,  Right,  left,  nght. 

h_fii S-h  1 IN  M hJ_ ^_hshh_ja_fci..|  1 1 
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Uo 

lerato.  mf. 

BENE,  IBI  PATRIA. 

tj  H X 

1.  All  the  w 

2.  All  my  g 
In  my  h 

-m-  -0 

orld  a-  round  I'm-stray-ing,  Eve  - ry  eea 

x>ds weigh  not  a fea-th^,  And.  my  blood 

eart  are  all  my  treas>areB-  - Joys  no  hand 

^ -0- 

and  mountain 
is  nev  • er 

can  take  -a  v 

-0-  -0- 

j'er; 
old; 
ray ; 

• W,  [ ~*  *~C~ 

' h 

A 1*  A 

1 ^ 

1 k 1 

t/re/jf. 

ff 

f - 

1 Free  aa  air.  I'm  nev  - er  staying  ' On  the  North  or  Sout 

' Bve-ry-where  1 feast  with  princes,  .Eve-ry-where  iir  hall 

1 Who  woold  pine  for  Mammon's  pleasures  Death  can  darken  in 

tern  snore,  Mer 
of  gold.  Huil| 
a day.  Mer 

ry  hem  snd  mer-r 
ry  here  and  hungr 
ry  here  and  xper-r 

"^r  Ti 

' there, 

! there, 
r there, 

0- 

-U  ■"rp'- 

0 1 ^ ' I 

■=«M1 

f 

4.  While  my  pipe  is  yet  beside  me, 

And  my  b^r  remains  to  foam, 

With  a bat  and  coat  to  hide  me, 

■ Everywhere  I’ll  gaily  roam. 

Drinking  here  and  smoking  there  (Hu,) 
Obi  Bene,  ibi  P&tria  (Hii). 


6.  So  ibroQgb  life  I'm  smoothly  gliding 
On  a calm  and  ehining  s^. 
Sorrow’s  olonds  in  kieses  hiding, 

And  in  wine's  sweet  revelry. 

Merry  here  and  merry  there  (Hi*-) 
Ubi  Bene,  iW  Fattia  [Bis.) 


6.  In  the  bowl  I'm  ever  heeding 

liove’g  delicious,  maddening  glow 
Now  in  nortfaland  hnmbly  pleading, 
Now  were  aoatbern  breezes  blow. 
Kiseing  here  and  drinking  there  (Bit.) 
Ubi  Bene,  ihi  Patna  (Bly.) 


7.  By-and-by  shall  Death's  mm  shadow* 
On  this  nselass  clay  be  laid  ; 

Then  I’ll  olasp  the  cooling  meadows 
In  the  golden  land  of  shade  I 
Merry  here  and  merry  there  (Sis,) 

Ubi  Bene,  ibi  Patria  (Hu-) 
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O’HOOUHAN. 


• made  me  oany  all  the  bats, 

An’  they  nearly  dhroveme  orazy; 

T.ioy  put  me  out  i»i  the  ointre-field, 

But  I paralyzed  them  all. 

I put  out  me  fisht  fur  to  stop  a " fly,” 

Whin  the  murtherin’  thinf;  hit  me  e<iaare  in  the 
An  they  hung  me  over  a fince  U>  dhry,  [eye : 
Ihe  day  that  I played  baeebaJl. 


3. 1 took  the  bat  fur  to  strike  the  ball, 

An’  I knocked  it  to  San  Francisco, 

Aronnd  the  bases  I did  ran 
A dozen  times  or  more, 

'J  ill  alt  the  byes  began  to  howl 
“O’HooIihan  ye  made  a foul.” 

An’  they  rubbed  me  down  wid  a Turkish  tow! 
The  day  that  1 played  baaehaU. 


4.  The  editor  he  axed  me  name 
Fnr  to  give  me  a leather  medal. 

He  axed  me  fur  me  fortygraft 
To  hang  agin'  the  walJ ; 

Fur  lie  said  it  was  me  as  had  won  the  g»TT»«» 
Wid  me  head  all  broke,  and  me  shoulder  l*mfi, 
An’  they  took  me  home  on  a cattle  train. 

The  day  that  I played  baseball. 


SEEING  NELLIE  HOME. 

Andante. 
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THE  SPANISH  GUITAR. 


CHOltVS. 


53 


THE  SPANISH  GUITAK. 


•J.  I was  four  yeara  a sfendent  at  Cadis, 

Where  nothing  one's  pleasare  can  mar.  ohing,  ohing  I 
And  where  many  a beantifnl  maid  is, — 

Oh  I stramm'd  and  I twang'd  my  gnitat,  ohing,  ohing  t 

S.  Ob  I sang  eerensdee  there  at  Cadiz, 

Till  I got  an  attack  of  catarrh,  ohing,  ohing  I 
Tboagb  no  more  1 oonld  serenadtw, 

StlU  I played  on  my  Spanish  gsitar,  obmg,  uningl 


4.  When  at  last  the  train  bore  me  from  Cadiz, 

The  ladiee  all  wept  round  the  car,  ohing,  ohing  i 
Oh  it  merod  me  to  part  from  those  ladies,'- 
Bnt  1 carried  away  my  gnitar,  ohing,  ching! 

6.  I'm  no  longer  a student  at  Cadiz. 

But  I play  on  the  Spanish  guitar,  ching,  ohing  I 
And  still  I am  fond  of  the  ladies, 

Though  now  I’m  a happy  paps,  ohing,  ohing) 


SAW  MY  LEG  OFF.  * 


THEKE  18  A.  TAVERN  IN  THE  TOWN. 


THREE  LITTLE  KITTENS. 

Solemnly, 


t.  Still,  the  three  uretty  little  kittens  (saoh  was  their  impertarbability)  | oontinoed  to 
live  together  | in  the  basket  of  saw-aw^dnst; 

Said  the  third  little  kitten  | onto  j the  two  other  little  oate,  { 

**  If  yoQ  don't  jast  get  oat  of  this,  | Why,  1 $haU  Bust  ! I”  Tiiat'e  so. 

• Wiih  a vieoreus  nod  cfaffirmatioo. 
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SAILING.  SAILING,  SAILING 
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SAILING,  SAILING  BAILtNa 


JO  ■ iei  I*  y„  tfa,  ,, 


I.  After  the  euceet  flawh  he*  flovo, 
When  liiAca  eoeat  the  tir, 

Bjr  the  old  bri^e  I'll  meet,  eloue 
Hj  love  80  blithe  uid  fair. 

4.  Over  the  river,  the  evening  breexe 
FrmgnnoedAdflu  btowe; 

Under  the  bioseoming  epple  treef, 
1 walk  with  m;  lovely  Rm. 


5 Bywhee  my  love  liken  day  in  Jnnc 

Wb  -u  nil  the  eky  ie  hlite, 

Lip8  like  a roee  in  a summer  noon. 
Ripe^red  through  and  through. 

6.  Rver  I dream  of  one  eweetoetwoid 
1 to  my  love  will  any ; 

Oh,  my  bean  ie  like  n einging-btro 
On  a ewnying  hnnel  eptny. 


THE  COLLEGE  GOWN. 


JVne— "Db*  Pabvt  Lrar  HeRBLicH," 


Word*  by  REV.  J.  CAMPBELL.  «$! 


Gm  - ces  three  and  Mu  • aes 
her  my.Gmee,  my  i 


t.  Dynamio  foroee  ne’er  ea'n  move 
Th'  eostatie  sero  of  my  soul. 

No  ealoulne  oompnte  its  love, 

Nor  optic  powers  diaoem  the  whole. 
Though  eqnared  and  cubed,  no  lapae  of  yearn 
Oan  e’er  her  fond  remembranoa  diowD, 
N^  though  they  numbered  thrice  the  tenra 
She  meoded  in  my  College  Oown. 

t.  language  oan  express  her  obarms, 

No  living  tongue  her  virtneetelt; 

Her  name  the  poe  ‘e  pen  disarms, 

And  dares  bis  powers  to  break  the  spell. 
Nor  woold  he.  if  he  could,  diaoloae 
That  name  in  every  language  known, 

Tie  stated  best  in  English  prose — 

She  mended  my  old  College  Gown. 


4.  Philosophy  perohanee  may  please 

The  earnest  and  enquiring  mind- 
Butnoithd''  mighty  Socrates 
Nor  Oioero  htmseh  could  find 
A secret  that  in  ages  past 
Baffled  sages  of  renown* 

The  stimmum  boaum— found  at  lasv  t 
She  mended  my  old  College  Gown. 

5.  Great  wondere  Boienee  briuj^  to  light, 

- Great  truths  her  growing  powers  unfolA 
And  Nature  spreads  before  our  sight 
A thousand  beauties  new  and  old. 

Yet  one  o’er  all  I still  prefer. 

Who  in  her  kingdom  wears  tbs  crown, 
The  world  were  empty  warning  hjsj 
Who  mended  my  old  Cnllege  Gown. 
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Ml  BONNIE. 


Bring  back,  bring  ..aok,  O bring  back  my  Bon 


8.  East  night  as  I lay  on  my  pillow, 
Last  night  as  I lay  on  my  bed. 
Last  night  as  I lay  on  my  pillow, 

I dreamed  that  my  Bonnie  was  de 
CAon« — Bring  back,  etc. 


The  winds  have  blown  over  the  ocean, 
The  winds  have  blown  over  the  sea, 
The  winds  have  blown  over  the  ocean, 
And  brought  back  my  Bonnie  to  me. 
Chom — Bring  back,  etc. 


THE  LANDLADY’S  DAUGHTER. 


door  of  oo  inn  for  some  wine.  Onoe  etopped  at  tie  door  of  an  i„„  for  some  wine 


1 Thtoj  students  that  came  from  far  over  the  Rhine 
Onoe  stopped  at  the  door  of  an  inn  for  some  wine! 

а.  "Kind  land'ady,  have  yoa  good  wine  I pray? 

And  where  is  your  charming  yuiini-  daughter  to-day?" 

3.  "My  beer  and  my  wine  are  refreshing  and  clear. 

In  her  heavenly  home  is  my  daughter  so  dear." 

4.  And  whan  they  stepped  into  the  chamber  of  death 
They  gaaed  on  the  maiden  and  each  held  his  breath. 

б.  The  veil  from  her  face  the  first  drew  aside, 

And  looked  at  her  sadly,  and  mournfully  cried : 


6.  "Ah  I didst  thou  but  live,  oh  maiden  so  pore ! 

From  this  very  moment  I’d  love  thee,  I’m  sure. 

7.  The  veil  o’er  her  face  the  second  one  drew, 

And  wept  as  he  tnrjifd  from  the  sorrowfol  view. 

8.  '‘Alas,  that  thou  thus  Host  dead  on  thy  bier] 

For  thee  I have  loved  since  many  a year." 

9.  The  third  moved  again  the  veil  from  its  place, 
And  bent  o’er  the  form,  and  kissed  the  pale  free 

1 10.  “Thee  always  I loved,  thee  love  I to-day, 

^ And  thee  snail  1 love  for  ever  and  aye." 


alma  mater. 


1>  I’m  heartily  tired  of  Greece  and  Borne, 

I weary  throoKh  each  learned  toms. 

I wonder  how  oan  pleasnre  come 
In  thinking  of  se  pins  v. 

Chfrut.—Ob  Alma  Mater  I Ae. 

8,  When  morning  oomee,  oh  then,  oh  then. 
Whether  at  ei^t,  or  nine,  or  ten, 

Up  I mnet  gat  from  my  ooey  den, 

And  off  to  ooUege  fly. 

Choru$. — Oh  Alma  Mater  t itt 


3.  And  then,  oh  then,  on  a winter  a uight. 
With  one  on  my  left  and  one  on  my  right, 
’Tie  pleasant  tfans  to  walk  at  night, 

Uon  t ask  me  the  reason  why. 

Chorw.— Oh  Alma  Mater  f Ao. 

4.  Bntnmer  is  obming,  and  nanght  like  this, 
Lolling  all  day  on  banks  of  bliss. 

And  now  and  then  a-stealing  a kiss, 

And  if  I can't  I'll  try. 

CftorfM.— Oh  Alma  Materl  A 


the  maid  from  algoma. 


1.  •“  Where  are  yoa  goinR.  my  pretty  maid?” 

Heave  away,  beigbo,  heigho. 

“I'm  going  to  the  'Varsity,  air,”  she  said, 

“And  I come  away  baok  from  Algoma.” Cho. 

3.  ■ What  to  do  there,  my  pretty  maid  ?” 

Heave  away,  lieigho,  heigho. 

" I'm  gomg  to  be  naltor^,  sir,”  she  said, 

" Por  I oom'e  anay  baok  from  Algoma.” Cho. 

3-  ” What  are  your  etnaies,  my  pretty  maid  ?” 
Heave  away,  heigho,  heigho. 

Cbioese  and  Quaternions,  sir.”  she  said, 

"And  I oome  away  baok  from  Algoma.-’ Cho. 

4.  “ Then  who  will  mkrry  yon,  my  pretty  maid  7." 

Heave  away,  heigho.  heigho. 

*'  Onltared  girls  don’t  marry,  sir,”  she  said, 

“And  I go  away  baok  to  Algoma.” — Cho. 


S:  “ Where  are  yon  going, -my  pretty  maid  ?” 

Heave  away,  heigho,  heigho. 

“ I’m  going  to  a leotnre,  air,”  she  said, 

“And  I come  away  back 'from  Algoma.” Cho, 

2.  •'  May  I go  with  yon,  iny  pretty  matd  ?” 

Heave  away,  he^o.  heigho. 

■*  Ton  wouldn't  nndentand  it,  sir,”  she  wfd. 

“ For  1 oome  away  baok  from  Algoma.”— <7Ae. 

3.  “ What  is  the  enbjeot,  my  pretty  maid  ?•’ 

Heave  away,  heigho,  heigho. 

Total  extinction  of  man,”  obe  said, 

" Por  I go  away  baok  to  AJgoma.''-^Ao. 

4.  “ Then  who  will  marry  yon,  my  pretty  mud  ?” 

Heave  away,  heigho,  heigho. 

“ will  marry  me,  sir,"  she  said, 

■“And  I go  away  ba^  to  Algoma.” — Cho. 


D£AB  EVELINA.  SWEET  EVELINA 
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CARMEN  LIBERORUM  ROMANORUM. 

B.  CARPENTER  l«arv«.-v 


ithoriu  <n  vnUon.  Utiim«,AndanUT«l.igioi(i,  Sndtime,AUe(;n>. 
Void 


me  • ne  mi  - : 


• pe  ni  - grnm  di  - gi 


II 


f:  ' 


St  ex  • okm  - uc 


- ve  - t<>. 
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me-ho 


pQzn  • a diddle. 


Deres  where  de  dar-keys  grow  ten  feet;  ) 

legi.hang  oot  for  a ohio-ken  roost.  \ Sing -song  flit  • ty  won’t  yon  bl-me-ol 


Full  Chorus. 


soap -back  pidde-winkam  nfm  - pam,  nip -cat;  Sing 


song  Bitty  won’t  yon  ki  - me  • ol 


3.  £a«h  darkey  wakes  np  almost  dead 

Sing-song  sitty  won’t  you  kimeo  i 
WiQi  a hnndradweight  of  obiokens  on  e»oh  leg 
Sing-song  sitty  won’t  you  j 

4 Theobickenfl  go  out  to  debam, 

Bing-eoDg  sitty  won't  yon  kimeo  1 
The  big  ones  crow  and  the  little  ones  larn- 
Bing-eoag  sitty  won’t  you  kimeo  1 


6.  And  when  each  chiok  is  pretty  fnll,  . 


Sing-song  Bit^  won't  you  kimeo  I. 
He  sticks  his  ^aw  in  the  darkey's  wool. 
Sing-song  sitty  won’t  you  | 

6.  I looked  behind  de  kitoben  stairs, 

Sing-song  Bitty,  won’t  yon  kimeo.l 
I saw  a caterpillar  saying  bis  prayers! 
Sing-song  sitty  wont  you  kimsp^ 


>.  (Zi«nto)  ^16  horse  and  tbe  sheep  were  going  to  the  pastaro. 

Sing-song  sitty  won’t  you  kimeo  I 
Says  the  horse  to  the  sheep  <w«2.)  "Won’t  you  go  a little  faster  Sing-song,  4c 
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THERE’S  ONLY  ROOM  FOR  ONE. 


4 Why  h&8  tbe  Obieaf^>  girl  bat  one  footin  the  i/rave? 
Leeai  hits  should  l>e  Introduced. 
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yd  - low,  A-od  tho  cufl-ii 


0 that  doth  e - voke  A fragrance  mild  and  mellow 


2 I,8t  pliiloeophers  rant  of  Fichte  and  Kant. 

Of  Hartley  and  bia  vibrations, 

And  puzzle  thdr  wits  with  (Utirke,  Xieibnitz, 

Time,  spaue,  uod  their  relations ; 

Yet  six  feet  apace  will  end  their  race, 

And  prove  their  eoienuea  trashes, 

While  Tima  with  a wipe  will  break  their  pipe. 

And  Death  knock  ontbthe  ashes. 

Chorut. — Then  horrsh,  Ac. 


3.  Let  the  soldier  boast  of  the  mighty  host, 

Of  the  pride  and  the  pomp  of  battle, 

Of  the  war  steed’s  bound,  and  the  clarion’s  sound 
And  the  cannon's  thandering  rattle ; 
ret  there’s  more  delight  with  a friend' at  night, 
And  a song  and  a pipe  also. 

Than  in  balls  and  bombs,  and  fifes  and  drams 
And  military  show.  ' 

Cfumu. — Then  hurrah,  Ac. 
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SON  OP  A GAMBOLIER. 


Oon  *not0- 


SON  OP  A OAMBOLIER. 


6d. 


All«Qro, 


going  to  leave  yoa  now. 


MERRILY.  MERRILY 


1 (RoTmd-) 


.Mar-rj  - ly,  mer-ri-ly  great  the  morn;  Chw-» -ly.  oheer-i  - ly  aoond  tie  here 

o 4 


Hark ! to  the  eo-hoee  bear  them  play,  O'er  hill  and  dale,  far  far.  a - way 


THE  BTJLL-DOO 


tSaya  the  monkey  to  the  owl : 

"Oh  I what’ll  you  have  to  drink? 
Why,  ainoe  you  are  so  very  kind. 
I'll  take  a bottle  of  ink.” 


6.  Says  the  tom-cat  to  the  dog, 
"Oh  ! set  your  ears  agog. 
For  Jule’s  aboot  to  tfit©-4-t6te 
With  Borneo,  incog." 


4.  Oh  I the  ball-dog  in  the  yard. 

And  the  tom-oat  on  the  roof, 

Are  praotieing  the  Highland  Fling 
And  singing  opera  l»tiife. 


ft.  Says  the  ball-dog  to  the  cat 

"Oh  ! what  do  yoa  think  they  r©  at  ? 
T^y’re  spooning  in  the  dead  of  night, 
Bat  where's  the  barm  in  that?" 


7.  Pharaoh's  daughter  on  the  bank, 

Little  Moses  in  the  pool. 

She  fished  him  oot  with  a telegraph  pole 
And  sent  bim  off  to  sohooi. 


Good  - night,  la  - dies! Good  • 


GOOD  - NIGHT. 


we  roll  a-Iong, 


8.  Farewell,  ladies  , farewell,  ladies  ; 

Farewell,  ladies ; we're  going  to  leave  you  now. 
Merrily,  etc. 


i.  Sweet  dreams,  ladies 
Sweet  dreams,  l^iee 
Merrily,  etc. 


sweet  dreams,  ladies ; 
we're  going  to  leave  yoo  now. 


O er  the  dark  blae 
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SOLOMON  LLVI. 


CHOitua. 


8.  The  people  are  delighted  to  come  ineide  of  my  alore. 

And  trade  with  the  elegant  gentleman  what  I keeps  to  walk  the  floor* 
He  ia  a blood  among  the  Sheenies,  beloved  by  one  and  all, 

And  bia  clothes  they  fit  him  joat  like  the  pa^r  on  the  wall. — ChomM. 


PORK,  BEANS,  AND  HARD-TACK; 

-■SOU.WO.L.V,."  * REBEUION  song. 

1.  Oar  volunteera  are  soldiers  bold,  so  say  the  people  all. 

When  duty  calls  they  sprineto  arms,  responsive  to  the  rail. 
With  outfits  old  and  rotten  clothes  jOl-fitted  for  the  strife, 

They  leave  their  home  on  starving  pay  to  take  the  nitshies’  life. 

Cborus. 

Pork,  beans  and  hard-taok,  tra  la  la  la,  eto., 

Poor  hungry  soldier,  tra  la  la,  eto. 

In  rags  we  march  the  prairie,  most  eager  for  the  fray, 
But  when  we  near  the  enemy,  they  always  run  away. 

As  Corporation  labourers  with  fat-l-gue  each  day, 

We  dig  and  scrape  and  hoe  and  rake  for  fifty  cents  a day. 

2.  Faint,  cold  and  weary,  we’re  packed  on  an  open  car, 

Carsing  our  fate  and  grumbling  as  soldiers  ever  are, 

Hon^y  and  thirsty,  over  the  C.P.E.  we  go 

Instead  of  by  the  aU-rail  route—Detroit  and  Chicago.— CAorw. 

S.  On  half  cooked  beans  and  fat  pork  we’re  fed  without  relief, 
Save  when  we  get  a change  of  grub  on  hard-taok  and  coni  beef. 
On  fat-i-gue  and  guards  all  day,  patrols  and  pickets  by  night, 
Ifs  thus  we  while  our  time  away,  our  duty  seems  ne’er  to  fight. 

4.  Down  the  wild  Saskatchewan  in  river  boats  we  go, 

At  last  we  reach  Lake  Winnipeg  and  are  taken  by  a tug  in  tow. 
On  board  a barge  two  regiments  are  shoved  into  the  hold, 

Like  sardines  in  a box  we’re  packed,  six  hundred  men  aH  told. 


6.  Down  the  length  of  Winnipeg  Lake  we  roll  throughout  the  night, 

And  on  we’re  towed  along  the  Lake  till  Selkirk  is  in  sight, 

We  disembark  in  doable  quick  time,  we  once  more  board  a train. 

We’re  on  our  way  for  Winnipeg,  we’re  getting  near  home  again. 

6.  The  ladies  of  our  city  are  noble  dames  you  know. 

And  helped  us  in  our  woeful  plight  when  grub  was  very  low, 

We  cannot  thank  them  as  we  ought  for  every  kindness  done, 

But  we  say  it  from  our  inmost  sonls  their  goodness  onr  hearts  has' won. 
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PEGGY  MURPHY. 


2.  H«r,mouth  if.  wng  like  a— ooh  ! sure  I can't  tell. 

But  whene'er  she  spoke  ihrongh  it  a sonnd  like  a bell 
Went  a ringin’  and  dingin’  straight  into  my  sonl,— 

Sore  a swate  little  month  was  that  same  little  hole. 

8.  Her  skin  it  was  whiter  than  newly  laid  milk. 

And  softer  by  far  than  the  softest  of  silk; 

Her  complexion  indade  was  so  clear  and  so  fair 
You  could  see  through  her  face  all  the  roots  of  her  hai». 

4.  Her  lips  an’  her  cheeks  had  an  exqnisite  tint, 

Bo  rich  and  so  rare.\v  the  angels  ’twas  lint ; 

Arrah  1 nanght  could  compare  with  her  blnshes  so  red, 
When  she  walked  in  the  garden  the  ro.se8  dropped  deao. 

6.  Her  hair  was  so  fine  that  it  conldn't  be  felt, 

An'  so  much  like  the  sunshine  yon’d  think  it  would  malt; 
Oh  I it  glistened  an’  dazzled.  I'm  tellin’  no  lies. 

That  to  take  a look  at  it  you’d  shut  both  yonr  eyes. 

8.  Her  neck  an'  each  shoulder,  each  arm  an'  each  hand, 
Made  her  fit  for  a fairy  queen  boldin'  a wand  ; 

Arrah  ! she  was  so  deservin’  of  fairy-like  things, 

I m not  sure  but  I think  she  had  nice  little  wiugs. 

7.  Her  teeth  were  like  pearls  strung  out  in  two  rows. 

Between  Insoions  cherries  rigbl  under  her  nose; 

They  formed  a nate  fence  round  such  nice  private  grounds, 
Where  a sharp  teasing  tongue  never  stayed  within  honndfi. 

8-  Her  breath  was  as  pure  as  a babe's  or  a dove’s, 

That  milky-like  breath  that  a spoony  man  loves 
’Twas  the  clarified  essence  of  nectar  an’  dew, 

An'  angar  an’  honey  made  into'a  stew. 

9.  For  a word  or  a smile  from  rov  paragon  Peg 
I'd  ont  off  my  head,  or  I'd  saw  off  my  leg; 

And  as  for  a kiss  from  her  lips  fresh  and  swate, 

‘Twonld  60  fit!  me  with  joy  as  to  intoxicate. 

10,  I 000^  an'  I wooed  her  a year  an’  a day. 

An’  I asked  her  to  marry  me  qnick  straight  away. 

Oh  I she  langhed  in  my  face  sayin’,  “ Larry,  me  bo/, 

I'm  engaged  to  be  married  to  Mickey  McCoy  I" 

11.  Then  I threw  myself  under  a willowy  tree. 

An'  I blubbered  an'  bawled  till  1 scarcely  could  see. 

Why  didn't  I ask  when  I first  crossed  her  door 
If  she'd  e’er  been  engaged  or  married  before  ? 
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VIVE  LA  COMPAGNIE. 


Words  by  P.  B.  HODOINS. 


Sriug  hither  a beak  er  and  fill  it  with  wine.  Vi  - ve  la  com  - pag  - niel 

Accoup.  ^ , jS  ^ T 1 ^ 


Chorus. 

^■^  ^ h 


And  pledge  Al  - Ma  - ter  -with  nine  - ty  times  nme. 

1 r3. 


Vi-ve  la  com  - pag  - Die ! i*  s.-^ 

■ 


- ve  le  roi, 


W — 9 — 1“ 

vi  - V • le  roi. 


9 9~ 

Yi  - ve  U 


8.  Here's  to  the  Senators,  all  in  a row, 

Bat  what  they  are  good  for  I really  don’t  know. 

*•  The  Professors  come  next,  and  they’re  not  a bad  lot. 
There  are  sometbat  are  good,  and  there  are  some  that  an 

4.  Here  s to  the  Ladies — they  do  as  they  please, ~ 

Take  onr  placM  in  street-cars  and  class-lists  with  ease. 

5.  Here’s  to  the  Freshman,  of  brazen  fifteen, 

In  bis  cap  and  his  gown  day  and  night  he  ie  seen. 

6.  Here’s  to  the  Bedel,  who  carries  the  mace. 

As  he  walks  np  the  aisle  he’s  the  model  of  grace. 

® ^ onreelves— we’re  the  best  of  the  crowd, - 
We're  too  modest  to  mention  onr  praises  out  load. 

®-  ^ fellow  who  sings  out  of  tnne. 

We’ll  choke  hied  right  off,  for  he  can’t  die  too  soon. 

9.  Here’s  to  Exams,,  hnt  we've  drained  the  last  drop, 
oo  I think  it  is  time  for  this  ditty  to  stop. 
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li '-:  ■ 


THE  PUSHETJL  POLLYWOG 

■Words  by  JOHN  D SPENCE,  • '89  Muaio  hv  .TAl 


L In  the 

2.  It  may 

3.  As  he 

4.  Had  you 

dim -ness  of  the  ag-  - es  when  fte 
seem  a lit  - tie  fish  • y,  but  phi  - 

swam  one  sum  - mer  mom  - ing,  close  be  - 
met  him  some-what  lat  - er,  you’d  have 

Var  - si  - ty  was  young, 
lo  - so-pbers  re  - late 
side  the  qui  • et  shoi-e, 
strug-gled  to  es-oape, 

^ " A 5 -S — 

S 3 

Groped  % spine-less  pol-ly  wog-^le  with  an  un-de-vei-opedluaff; 
The  tad-dy  soon  a fish  be-canie,tho’ still  in- ver-te-bratej 
The  bank lookedso  in-vit-ing‘ftat  he  ven-turedtoex-plore; 
For  real  - ly  he  pre-sent-ed  a most  ques-tion-a-ble  shape- 


was  strug’.gle,  it  was  strive;  ' It  was 

the  si  - ience  of  the  sea.  In  a 
he  flopped  emd  wad-died  out,  Looked  with 
- age  joy,  to  us  de  - nied,'  ■ Filled  the 


hard  to  keep  a -live 5 But  he  kept  on  ev  - ol  - ut-ins*  and  this  lit  ti* 
^cr.aturtf.h.iryhid„,A.  he  ohet- tered,eha.tered,cha«ere^d  to  ’ the  seJSE  oT 


CHORUS 


6.  Coming-  down  another  aeon,  you'll  observe  a curious  thing-: 
The  ape  has  lost  the  tail  by  which  of  yore  he  used  to  swing-; 
Cane  and  collar,  bands  and  feet  — 

Lo,  the  Fb-oshman  all  oomplefe! 

Wth  a saw-mill  in  his  thorax  now  this  ditty  dotii  he  sing: 
Chorus: — Varsity!  Varsity!  &o. 

6.  The  world  is  very  evil,  and  I shouldn’t  Uke  to  guess 
•lb  what  a bad  ascend:moy  the  Freshman  might  progress; 

He  might  evolve  a brain; 

A degree  he  might  obtain; 

But  though  he  were  a Senator,  he’d  warble  none  the  less: 
Chorus  as  before ^ hut  adding  the  shout.* 


THE  THREE  CROWS. 


BiMy  Magee  Magar  I And  th^  a!I  flapped  thetr  wings  and  orii  d Billy  Magee  Mngar! 


Bil-fy  M.igee  Magari  And  they  all  flapped  their  wings  and  oried  Billy  Magee  Magar! 

-J-  Ji  i ^ ^ fe  ; 


’•  There  lies  a horse  on  vondor  plain,"  1 
Choria.—O  Billy  Magee  Msgar  I f 


4.  fTu — x ‘“'‘Koe  iUBgari 

anere  hes  a horse  on  yonder  plain, 

Who’e  by  some  oro-J  batoher  slain.’’— Cftorar 


1.  " We’ll  perch  onraelvea  on  his  backbone,”)  , 
Chonu. — 0 Billy  Magee  Magsr!  j 
” We'll  perch  onrselvs^oBhis  backbone, 

*'  And  pick  bis  eyes  oat  one  by  one.” — ClioTvs, 

5- " The  meat  we'll  eat  before  it’s  stale.”]  ...  , 

^ CAort»».—0  Billy  Magee  Magari  f 
” The  meat  we'll  eat  before  it’s  stale. 

**  Till  nouijht  remains  bot  hones  andtail.’*— <7W*w 


* Imitate  Cirowfc 


GOOD  NIGHT. 


MEERSCHAUM  PIPE. 


MEERSOHADJI  PlPfJ. 

meersohaum  pipe  when  I,  when  I an,  (ar  a - way 
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*■  wear  my  cast-off  boots? 

Allie  Bazaa  I Johooie  Moran  I 

8.  Ob,  who  will  hoist  my  green  tunbrell  ? 

Ailie  Bazan,  Johnnie  Moran,  Mary  McCann  1 

4.  Oh,  who  will  go  to  see  my  girl  ? 

AlHe  Bazan.  Johnnie  Moran,  Mary  McCann 
Kazeoazan  I ' 

SaOh,  who  will  take  her  oot  to  ride? 

Allie  Bazan,  Johnnie  Moran,  Mary  McCann 
Kazeoazan.  Ynoatan  I - ' 

(bis  sirain  once  for  second  stanea,  twice  for  third,  et 


Will  squeeze  her  snow-white  hand  ? 
Allie  Bazan,  Johnnie  Moran,  Mary  McCann 
Kazeoazan.  Yucatan,  Kalamazoo  1 ’ 

7.  Oh,  who  will  trot  her  on  hia  knee  ? 

Allie  Bazan,  Johnnie  Moran,  Mary  McCann. 
Kazeoazan.  Yucatan,  Kalamazc  o,  Michigan  1 

8.  Oh,  who  will  kiss  ner  ruby  lips  ? 

Allie  Bazan,  Johnnie  Moran,  Mary  McCana, 
Kazecazan.  Yncaian,  Kalamazoo,  Miohieaa. 
BADMANIII 

f For  last  stanza  011I7. 


regimental  song  of  the  QUEEN’S  OWN  RIFLES. 


i%  ^ 


DULCE  DOMUM. 


8 5 


3.  Muaa  I libros  mitte,  fessa; 

Mitte  pensa  dura; 

Mitte  Qegdtium; 

Jam  datar  otium : 

Me  mea  mittito  cura. 

Chonu. — Domum,  Oomoia.  &a. 

4.  Ridetanane,  prata  rident: 

Nosque  rideamue. 

Jam  repetit  Domum 
Daulias  advena ; 

Nosque  Domum  repetamas. 
Ohonu. — Domum.  Domum, 


5.  Hea!  Rogerej  feroaballos: 

Ejal  nusoesmus; 

Limen  amabile, 

Matris  et  osoula, 

Suaviter  et  repetamus. 

C/toru3. — Domum,  Domum,  &o. 

6.  Gonoinamua  ad  Penates; 

Vox  et  andiatur ; 

Phosplxn-e ! quid  jubar, 

Gegnius  einicane, 

Qaudia  hi>5tra  moratur? 

Ghorui. — Domum,  Domum,  tfea 


IT  FOLLOWED 


8 


'•iipj-ovised  lofal  skits  oim  be  set  to  tlie  abow; 
Dean—  is  n busy  man,  a busy  man,  ntu. 
He  dabbles  in  psychiatry, 

He  plays  the  Ilrtflle  too. 

Youd  t<j  bear  him  cracking  nuts; 

Look  out.  ho  may  get  you. 


T^iken  by  jierroission  of  f.oiv-ii/  Publishing  Co.  fiom'Ta  Lighter  Vieu.’' 


steep  de  - dine  And  siiip  in  Uie  ra  - pidis’  roars, 

rest  ve  go,  Who  fears  King'  Frost  to  , meet? 

low  to  the  seasj  Who'd  not  a bold  Nortii-man  be? 

nought  I can’t  do,  For  the  North  is  the  land  of  the  free, 


And  sing*  in  the  ra  - pids’ 
Who  fears  King*  Frost  to  ' 
Who’d  not  a bold  North-man 
R>r  the  North  is  the  land  of  the 


/TN  CHORtJS. 


roars. 

meet?  ^ 

be? . 

free. 

r n 1 ji  1'^.  ^ 

come  to  the  North,  to  the  land,  of  pine  Come  a - long*, come  a-long  \tith 

f 

t j 

7 . . 3.  1 
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MARCHING  SONG. 

Word*  by  J.  J.  FERQUaOt<  •*» 
4.  We  keep  the  sidewalk  two  and  two. 

Nor  tarn  we  out  for  all  the  •'  blue.'- 

6.  We  hustle  them  gently  out  of  the  way, 

And  still  we  sing  our  festive  lay. 

6.  They  make  the  hearts  of  sinners  quake, 

And  do  their  duty  when  awake. 

7.  We  knew  right  well  it's  very  wrong 
To  keep  the  cops  awake  so  long. 

8 Good  night ! nest  week  we'll  come  again» 

We  must  inspect  them  now  ana  then. 


Tune—  Heigho.  heicho 

1.  Come  listen  to  onr  hearty  song, 

Heigho.  heigho,  heigho,  heigho. 
We'll  sing  it  as  we  march  along, 
Heigho,  heigho,  heigho. 

Chobcs. 

Bis  ^ jig  jig  and  away  we  go. 

Heigho.  heigho,  heigho,  heigho. 
Big  a jig  jig  and  away  we  go, 
Heigho,  heigho,  heigho. 

2.  Ob  1 we’re  the  boys  of  'Varsity, 
We’re  out  to-night  upon  a spree. 

3.  We  do  our  best  quite  willingly. 

To  make  Borne  howl  with  melody. 


THE  BAGPIPES. 


Yi,  yi,  yi.-yi,  yi,  yi.  yi,  yi.  yi,  yi,  yi.  yi.  ,vi.  vi. -yi.  yi.  jn.  yi.  'i,yi.  yi. 


Note.— As  the  soloist  reaches  tbeolima.t  of  the  swell  in  the  lastmaasure.  the  chorus.  dim»TiiisHdc-»«ii,tnrDoatbeir  heels 
and  scatter  in  all  directions,  thus  illusti  afiiig  the  peculiar  dfs  atony  dissipatioa  of  sound  oharacterlstlo  of  the  bag-pipea 
Meanwhile  the  soloist,  bolding  his  note,  stands  facing  the  audiecoe,  and  puts  an  added  volnme  of  twang  into  his  soisb,  as 
though  bo  bad,  wltb  an  effort,  squeesed  bis  bag  flat. 


Music  by  JAS.  EDMUND  JONES, 


Words  by  JOHN  OXENHAM 


1.  Li\-BS  HI'S  iu  thu 

2.  be-t’or©  us 

3.  Foes  io  plen  - ty 


un-der  - tak  - ing’  here 
ui«a'-ui«  while  we  may 
prei-s  with  eag"  - er  feet 


mak-ing  here_  Hearts  are  in  the  wak  - ing  here  Migiit 
lies  the  way  Time  for  work  and  time  for  play  hill 

■we  shall  meet  Hearts  cour - ag- eous  scorn  de-feat  , S<" 


We  me  ariii  . - i 'a’  tin 
Life  Hucltime  \.-iH  not  d< 
l‘X  - er  oD-WH-'vJ  fo  th 


J’ress-ing  on  with 
Time  is  ruo-ning 
Ev  - er  up-vxaiii 


iQjrwinffj  f. 


permission  from ‘'All’s  Well' 


<|,  J ["  J-Jlbej  — M'  <1 

' i 

g j r 

• ♦ J . 

^ — 

•f  —m r: — 

~f f'  — 
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CHORUS 


Alternative  close  JbrClu/i'US  after 


5.  \ita  nostra  brsTis  est 

Br^vi  finietnr, 

Venit  mors  velooitor, 

Rapit  nos  atrooiter, 
Kemini  parcetor. 

4.  Yivat  academia, 

Yivant  professores, 

Yivat  membrom  qaodUbet, 
Vivant  membra  qaselibet 
.Semper  eint  in  flore, 

6.  Yivant  omnes  virgines 

Faciles,  formosEs  I 
Yivant  et  maiieree, 

Tener©  <^mabiles, 

Bon©,  laborioss. 


6.  Qnis  conflaxns  bodie 

Academiooram  ? 

B longinqno  conveneront 
Protinneque  Bucceaeemat 
la  commnne  fomtn. 

7.  AJma  mater  Boreat, 

Qns  DOB  educavit, 
Caros  etcommilitones, 
Bissitas  in  regiones 
Sparsns,  coiigregavit. 

8.  Vivat  eb  tepnblioa 

Et  qui  illam  regit, 
Vivat  nostra  civitas, 
Mfficenatum  oaritas. 

Qua  nos  hio  protegit. 


de  - a - mus  i - gi  - tor, 
bi  sui:t,  qui  an  • te  nos, 
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THE  MERMAID. 


.1  when  wy  sec  sail,  And  we  were  nob  far  from  the  land,  When  the 

Then  npspahe  the  captain  ol  ourgailantsbip,  And  a well-spok-ea  man  wae  he,  •'  I have 


FIT" 

8±qg-4..  g 

I tv 

' Oap  - tain  s 

"I  mar  • ried 

-r— ; 

ied  a love-l 

me  a wife  i 

V iiier-maid,  With  a comb  and  a glass  tn  her  hand, 
i Salem  town  And  to  - night  she  a wid  - dow  will  be.” 

— ? — I — P— 

1 — I — 

— i 

CHORUS. 


blow,. 


While 


may  blow, 


poor  eai  - lore  go  ekip-ping  to  the  tope.  And 


S.  Then  up  spake  the  cook  of  oor  gallant  ship, 

And  a fat  old  oook  was  be  ; 

" I oare  much  more  for  my  kettles  and  my  pots. 
Than  I do  for  the  depths  of  the  sea." — Choru$. 

4.  Then  out  spake  the  boy  of  onr  gallant  ship, 

And  a well-spoken.  laddie  was  be  ; 

* I've  a father  and  mother  in  Boston  city, 

Bob  to-night  they  ohildlesa  will  be.”  — CAonit. 


5.  '■  Ob,  the  moon  shines  brighhand  the  stars  give  light ; 

Ob,  my  mammy  she'll  looking  for  me ; 

She  may  look,  she  may  weep,  she  may  look  to  the  deep, 
She  may  look  to  the  bottom -of  the  sea.” — Chorus. 

6.  Then  tbre  - times  aronnd  went  onr  gallant  ship. 

And  three  times  aronnd  went  she, 

Then  three  times  around  went  our  gallant  ship, 

And  she  sank  to  the  depths  of  the  sea.” — Chorus 


» 4 


rl 

■Jfi 


OLD  BLACK  JOE. 

Words  .infl  Music  by  STEPHEN  C.  POSTBIT. 


1.  Gone  are  the  days  when  my  heart  was  young  and  gay,  Gone  at  e my  Irienda  tromth' 

2.  Why  sboaid  I weep  when  myheartshouldfeel  no  pain  ? Why  do  I sigh  that  ui^ 

3 Whero  ui-e  the  hearts  once  80  liap  - py  and  soiree?  The  obil  • dren  sodear  that  1 


m 


CHORUS-  Allparttinuni*^. 


2.  As  me  and  my  oompanions  were  setting  of  a snare, 

'Twas  then  we  spied- the  gamekeeper — for  him  we  didil’t  oare ; 

For  we  can  wrestle-aod  fight  my  boys,  jump  over  anywhere, — 

For  'tie  my  delight  of  a shiny  night,  in  the  season  of  the  year  1 
8.  As  me  and  niy  companions  were  setting  four  and  five, 

Ana  'making  of  them  np  again.we  took  the  hare  alive ; 

Wfe  })opp<.d  her  into  a hag,  my  boys,  and  thro’  the  wood  did  steer,— 
For  'tie  my  delight  of  a shiny  night,  in  the  season  of  the  year  I 
t.  I threw  her  on  my  shonlders,  and  wandered  through  the  town. 

We  took  iier  to  a neighbor’s  bonse,  and  sold  her  for  a crown  i 
We  sold  her  for  a crown,  my  boys,  bat  I didn't  tell  you  where.— 
For  ’tis  my  delight  of  a shiny  night,  in  the  season  of  the  year  I 
6.  Saooess  to  every  gentleman  who  lives  in  Lincolnshire, 

Sncoess  to  every  pnaoher  that  wants  to  sell  a hare ; 

Bad  luck  to  every  gamekeeper  that  will  not  sell  his  deer, — * 

For  'tis  my  delight  of  a shiny  night,  in  the  season  of  the  year  I 
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TRADUCTION  DE 


Dieu  protege  te  Roi. 

En  lui  nouB  avons  foi, 

Vive  ie  Roi. 

Qu’il  8oit  victorieux 
Et  que  son  peuple  heureux 
Le  comble  ae  ses  voeux. 
Vive  le  Roi. 


“GOD  SAVE  THE  KING” 

Vtnion  franealtt  per 

Btn/amln  Suite,  Ottawa,  Ont. 

Qu’il  rtgne  de  longs  jours. 

Que  son  nom  soit  toujours, 

Notre  secours. 

Protecteur  de  la  ioi, 

Et  dd'fenseur  des  droits, 

Notre  espoir  est  en  toi, 

Vive  le  Roi. 


VIVE  LA  CANADIENNE. 


AHeprot 


3.  Nona  faisona  bonne  chdre, 

Vole,  taon  ccear,  vole. 

None  faisnna  bonne  ohfere, 

Et  roue  avons  bon  goilt.  (fn*.) 

Chorus — Vive  la  Canadienne,  etc. 

4.  On  danae  aveo  nos  blondes, 

Vole,  mon  coeur,  vole, 

On  danse  aveo  cos  blondes, 

Nona  ohangeons  tour  & tour.  (<^r.) 
CItorus — Vive  laCaua^enue,  eto. 


5.  Alore  tonte  la  terre, 

Vole,  mon  coeur,  vole, 

Alors  toute  la  terre, 

Nous  appartient  en  tout,  (trr.) 

Chorus — Vive  la  Canadienne,  e^a 

6.  Ainsi  le  temps  se  passe, 

Vole,  mon  coeur,  vole, 

Ainsi  le  temps  se  passe, 

II  est  vraiment  bien  doux.  {ter.) 
Chorut — Vive  la  Canadienne,  eto. 


EN  ROULANT  MA  BOULE. 


2.  Trois  beaax  canard  e’en  vont  baigaant, 
£n  roalaot  ma  boale. 

Ij6  fiU  du  roi  s'en  va  ohaaaant. 

Boali,  roolant,  ma  boale  roalaot. — Ref. 

8.  Le  fils  do  roi  s'ea  va  ohasaant, 

£n  I'oulaob  ma  bouie, 

Aveo  »0D  grand  fueil  d’argent, 

Koali,  roalaot,  ma  boule  roalaot. — R^. 

4.  Aveo  SOD  grand  fasil  d'argent. 

En  roolant  ma  boale, 

Visa  le  noir,  tua  le  blano, 

Bouli,  roulaiit,  ma  ix>ule  roalaot. — Ref. 

6.  Visa  le  oolr,  tua  le  blano. 

En  roulaot  ma  boale, 

0 fils  da  roi,  tu  ee  mAshaot  I 

i^ali,  roulaot,  ma  boolo  roolant, — Rtf, 

6.  O fils  da  roi,  to  ee  mAsbant  I 

El]  roolant  ma  boale, 

D'avoir  ta4  mon  canard  blano. 

Roali,  roulant,  ma  boule  roalaot. — Ref. 

7.  D’avoir  tu4  mon  canard  blano, 

En  roulaot  ma  boale, 

Par  deseous  I'ailo  >1  perd  son  sang, 

Rouli,  roulant,  ma  boale  roalaot. — Ref. 


8.  Par  deseoas  I'aile  il  perd  son  aang, 

Ed  roolant  ma  boale. 

Par  lee  yeax  loi  sort'nt  dee  diamants. 
Boali,  roolant,  ma  boale  roolant. — Ref. 

9.  Par  les  yeox  loi  aort'nt  dee  diamante, 

En  roolant  ma  boale, 

Et  par  le  beo  I'or  et  rargent, 

Bo^i,  roolant,  ma  boale  roolant. — Ref 

10.  Et  par  ie  beo  I’or  et  Vargent, 

En  roolant  ma  boole; 

Toatee  see  plom'e  e'en  vont  ao  vent 
Booli,  roolant,  ma  boale  roolant. — Ref. 

11.  Toates  ees  plam’e  s'en  vent  aa  vent, 

Ed  roaiant  ma  boole, 

Trois  dam's  s'en  vont  lea  ramaesant- 
Boali,  roolant,  ma  bode  rodant. — Ref, 

12.  Trois  dam’s  s'en  vont  lee  ramassoot, 

En  roolant  ma  boale, 

O'eet  poor  en  faire  on  lit  de  eamp, 
Bodi,  roolant,  ma  book  roaiant. —Be/. 

13  C'eat  poor  en  faire  on  lit  de  oamp. 

En  roolant  ma  boale, 

Poor  y ooocher  teas  lee  passante, 

Itoali,  roulant,  ma  boule  roulant. — Rtf. 


MALBROUCK 


Translated  by  John  D.  Spence,  ’SO. 
Mal'brouck  to  the  war  is  riding, 
Bi-too-tra-la,  Ri-too-tra-la. 

Malbrouck  to  the  war  is  riding, 

In  martial  proud  array. 


His  anxious  wife  is  gating 
From  turrets  high  and  grey,  ' 

She  sees  his  page  arriving 
In  mournful  black  array. 


Sirrah! 

Hooray,  hooray,  hooray! 

My  little  tnaid,  charming  and  cheery. 

Hooray,  hooray,  hoorayl 

Come  let  us  dan.ce,  come  let  ua  play! 


Oh,  tell  me,  page,  oh,  tell  me, 
VVhat  news  you  bring  me,  pray* 

The  tidings  that.!  bring  you 
Will  i hange  your  locks  to  grey, 


When  shall  he^come  a-riding, 
Ri-too-tra-la,  &c. 

When  shall  he  come  a-riding, 
A-riding  back  this  wayf 

He'll  come  of  an  Easter  morning, 
Or  in  the  month  of  May. 

The  month  of  May  is  over, 
Malbrouck  is  still  away. 


Put  off  yuiir  rich  apparel, 

. And  all  your  garments  gay, 

Malbrouck  is  dead  and  buried, 
Is  dead  and  laid  away. 

Four  officers  have  borne  him 
To  rest  beneath  the  clay. 


sun  MON  PERE 


iOl 


fl  Solo  k , 

HOR 

us. 

Quand  fe-tais  sum  mom  per- e Gar-qon  in  - mar  - i - e Ah!  o 

When  I lived  ^ ^ faj^ther  In  sin  - gle  ble|s . ed  - ness  Ab!  y 

ui!  Ah!  oui! 
s!  Ah!  yea! 

M-t-  h U=T= 

r POT 

. r 1 1 

— ' ' P ' r r. 

' 'r 

2.  Je  n^avais  rien,  a fiiire 
Qu/uve  femme  a chercker 

3.  A p'rise't^  j ’en  ai  v/ne 
Qui  me  fait  enrage 

4.  Elle  ni*envo%e  a I’ouvrage 
Sans  boire  et  sa/n,s  manger 

6.  Qua/nd  je  reviens  de  I’ouvrage 
Tout  mouille,  tout  glace 

6.  Je  deinande  d ma  femme 
Sij*ai  de  quoi  mo/nger 

7.  Va-tu  manger  du  diable, 

J‘ai  mange  des  pates 

8.  Les  os  soat  sous  la  table 
Si  tu  veux  les  ronger. 


2.  Naught  else  to  do  in  life 
TJian  seek  a oharming"  wife. 

3.  Now  have  1 surely  had 

One  who  nigh  drives  me  mad. 

4-  OtT  to  my  work  sent 
Sans  food  and  aliment 

5.  And  then  when  home  I get 
Staiwed  quite  with  cold  and  wet. 

6.  I ask  my  wife,  so  sweet, 

Wliat  I may  have  to  eat. 

7.  “May  the  devil  that  surmise; 

I've  eaten  all  the  pies." 

8.  ‘'Bones  ai'e  beneath  the  table, 
Knaw  them,  if  you  are  able.” 
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L»  gbire  o’eet  ane  ooaroone 
Faile  de  roee  et  de  laurier, 

J'ai  servi  Vdnat  et  Bellone, 

Je  snia  ^poax  et  brigadier ; 
Male  je  poanois  oe  m^ttore 
Qai  vers  Cbalohoe  Jaeon. 
Brigadier.  r^poEdit  Fandore, 
Brigadier,  toes  avea  raiaon. 


4.  Ph^bas  aa  boat  de  aa  oarri&re 
Pat  enoore  iee  apercevoir; 

brigadier,  de  sa  voix  fi4re, 
R4vei!!ait  lee  4oboe  da  soir : 
Je  voia,  dit-il,  le  eoleil  qoi  dore 
Cee  verta  oiteaox,  i rborixos. 
Brigadier,  r4pondit  Paodore, 
Brigadier,  toes  avez  raieoo. 


5.  Paia  ila  r^vdrest  en  ailenoe ; 

On  n’entendit  plaa  gae  le  pas 
Dos  obevaox  iDarebantencaaeEce, 
Le  brigadier  ne  parlait  paa ; 
Maia  gaandparat  la  pile  aarore, 
On  entendit  on  vagoe  eon ; 
Brigadier,  r^pondit  Pandore,  1 
Brigadier,  Tone  avez  raison.  ■ ° 


LE  BRIGADIER. 

Trausloted  by  W.  Mai-lennan,  in  McGill  Uni- 
versity Song  Bool^,  18S6. 

J 

Two  men-at-arms  came  ridiog  slowly 
Adown  the  green  path,  smooth  and  clear; 
One  held  the  rank  of  sergeant  lowly, 

Tho  other  that  of  Brigadier. 

The  Brigadier  cried,  “Brave  Pandore, 

The  weather’s  fine — no  signs  of  rain.” 

Chorus — 

Pran,  pr-r-an,  pan,  pan,  pan,  pan,  pan, 

Pran,  pr-r-an,  pan,  pan,  pan,  pen,  pan,  pan. 
Brigadier,"  laughing  crleil  Pandore, 
“Brigadier,  right  you  are  again." 

"Brigadier,”  laughing  cried  Pandore, 
“Brigadier,  right  you  are  again.” 


“It  is  no  easy  matter  surely 
To  guard  the  peasant  in  his  cot, 

To  bold  the  cities  so  securely 

That  thieves  break  in  and  plunder  not; 
And  yet  the  wife  whom  I adore 
In  safety  dwells  while  love  doth  reign."' 
"Brigadier,”  smiling  said  Pandore, 
“Brigadier,  right  you  are  again.” 


“For  Glory’s  wreath  of  fairest  flowers, 
With  rose  and  laurel  intertwined; 
For  Love  and  War,  immortal  powers, 

I live — and  cast  the  rest  behind. 
The  star  that  Jason  led  of  yore 
I chase  and  trust  the  prize  to  gain.” 
“Brigadier,”  laughing  cried  Pandore, 
“Brigadier,  right  you  are  again.” 


“It  brings  bright  days  of  youth  before  me, 
That  past  now  gone  beyond  recall, 
When  Beauty  flung  her  fetters  o’er  me, 

I came  submissive  to  her  call. 

And  yet  the  heart  breaks  o’er  and  o’er, 
The  strongest  links  of  Cupid’s  chain  ” 
“Brigadier,”  laughing  cried  Pandore, 
“Brigadier,  right  you  ore  again.” 


As  Phoebus  hid  his  glories  under 
The  golden  clouds  that  veil  the  West, 
Our  hero  with  his  voice  of  thunder, 

Still  broke  the  evening's  quiet  rest. 
“Farewell,”  he  cried,  “on  distant  shore 
Your  light  will  gild  both  hill  and  plain.” 
"Brigadier,”  laughing  cried  Pandore, 
“Brigadier,  right  you  are  again.” 


6 

He  ceased — and  now  their  horses’  tramping 
Fell  softly  on  the  yielding  ground, 

And  save  their  iron  bridles  champing, 

They  passed  along  and  made  no  sound. 

But  when  Aurora  smiled  once  more,  ' 

One  still  might  hear  the  faint  refrain: 
“Brigadier,”  smiling  said  Pandore, 
“^igadier,  right  you  are  again.” 


LE  DRAPEAU  DE  CARILLON. 


At  r.HiiAn  fnow  Tieom^orora'  on  Lftko  Cliftinnlain.  Montfiftlm  in  J7S8  droTO  baoX  tho  Eng  Ish  fowoR  ondor  Ooneml 
A Pr^nKodlLr^PT  OvL-n  attempt  to  i ouse  h!e  naH.m  tn  a RonPe  of  1ho.<>ang..r  in  wiilci.  tholr  iiobsomiom 
onthl9  0^tnen^^trp*lMod)  the  acouo  of  his  former  vlotoiy.  aud  is  Buppoacd  there  to  give  utterauco  lo  the 

words  of  the  song. 

Word.b,OCTAVECRiMAZIE.  , f HARI,ES_W.  SABATI_ER. 

Translation  by  B.  MORTON  JONES,  91. 


Arr.  by  T.  MARTENS. 


CnOIttrS.  Agitato. 


Noble  Meotcalm.tbon  gevost  me  this  ctandard, 
'Uidet  shot  aud  sbeil  upon  the  batllo  piaiu. 
Bearing  it.  lately  to  Versa-llos  1 wandered, 

But  there,  alasl  I tiufurlod  itin  vain. 

Back  now  I place  It  where  tho  recollection 
Of  thy  great  deeds  shall  ne'er  fade  or  grow  sere, 
Vnd  onto  deaiJ.  jcall  last  my  deep  affeoiion,— 
Guarding  my  flag  I oome  to  penw  here. 


1 — r 

4.  Thrice  happy  they  to  whom  by  fate  ’twas  given 
'Mill  the  urave  tlirung  uour  hovi's  height  to  die 
For  them  the  cloud  by  ono  glud  ray  was  riveu. 
Glory  could  ewootoD  their  sod  destiny. 

Ye  who  now  eluniber  till  the  gr<‘at  nwaiURg, 

On  whom  I call  with  dying  accents  clear,— 

I Awake'  nty  banner  In  my  hand  I'm  taking, 

I Upon  yourgiavealooinetopeilshhero. 


LE  DRAPEAU  DE  CARILLON. 
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~r  . 

cou-ra  ■ - gt  fax  - blir, 

....  all  a~rotind  is  drear, 

nuu)  jours  vont  jin  - ir, 

lone  - Iv  death  is  near, 


de  lot, 

to  thee  my 

at-tendre u 

be  mine of 


r • cAer. . . . 
more  brave  • 
role 

ship’s  ad  • 


Pour 
Guard  • iug 


^8  vtens..  t-ct . . . . mou-nr. . . . 

I come.,  toper  • ieh  here,. 


, Cel  ilendard.  qu'au  grand  jour  dea  balatVts, 
Nohle  Afonteedm,  tu  plazas  dam  ma  maixi, 
Cailt'idard.  (fx'axix  potitAdt  Versailles, 
Naguire,  Mm  I je  diplot/ais  en  twin. 

Je  le  rmeU  aiiz  champs  oil  rfe  la  gloire 
Vlrra  loujours  I'immortel  Houi'tnir, 

El  dans  ma  lomhe  emporlanl  la  nimoire, 
Pour  non  drapeauje  mens  iei  mourir. 


4.  Qu'ils  sont  heureux  eeux  gui  dans  la  mil4e 
Pria  de  lAms  mouj-Mrent  en  soldats  / 

£n  expirant,  lenr  dme  consoUe, 

Voyait  la  gloire  adoucir  leiir  Irdpas. 

Fotm  gut  dormez  dans  voire  jroide  Mrs, 
Voiis  qnef  implore  d mon  dernier  soupir, 
Rireillet-vous  I Appm-taul  ma  banniirt, 
Sur  fos  lombeavx.je.  viens  id  mourir. 


— V-'g  air-* 


Dowo  where  the  spring  is  sparkling, 
idling  the  summer  day, 

Found  I the  pool  so  pleasant, 
Plunged  in  its  cooling  spray. 
Love,  I have  loved  you  ever, 
Love,  I shall  love  for  aye. 


Found  I the  pool  so  pleasant, 
Plunged  in  its  cooling  spray, 

Then  in  the  oakwood  shadows. 
Resting  my  limbs,  I lay. 

3 

Then  in  the  oaknood  shadows. 
Resting  my  limbs,  I lay, 

High  on  the  topmost  branches 
ISong-sparrows  sing  and  sway. 

4 

High  on  the  topmost  branches 
Song-sparrows  sing  and  sway. 

Sing,  sing,  you  little  sparrow, 
Light  is  your  heart  and  gay. 


Sing.,  sing,  you  little  sparrow, 
Light  is  your  heart  and  gay 
Your  heart  is  full  of  laughter. 
Mine  full  of  tears  to-day. 


Que  je  liii  refusui. 

Clifiui — Luiya,  etc, 
9.  Jo  voiulrais  que  la  rose 
Fdc  oncoroou  lOHier, 

Et  moi  ec  ma  muitresse 
Dans  led  mdm'a  amities, 

Clwrut — Lai  y a,  etc. 


Your  heart  is  full  of  laughter, 
Mine  full  of  tears  to-day. 
My  love  is  lost  me  ever, 

Gone  from  my  life  away. 


My  love  is  lost  me  over. 

Gone  from  my  life  away. 

Just  for  a bunch  of  roses, 
Snatched  from  her  band  in  play. 

6 

Just  for  a bunch  of  roses. 

Snatched  from  her  hand  in  play. 
Oh,  were  the  bunch  of  roses 
Back  in  its  garden  gay. 


Oh,  were  the  bunch  of  roses 
Back  in  its  garden  gay. 

Oh,  that  my  love  would  love  me. 
Love  me  as  yesterday. 

Love,  I have  loved  you  ever, 
Love,  I shall  love  alway. 
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ItottraUk,  mf 


ALOUETTE. 


/'(T/kT^rro 


je  to  pln-me-rai. 


S.  Aloaetto.genttlle  Alooetto.  Alonelto,  je  to  pldmerai, 
Je  to  plamerai  le  beo,  ie  to  plumerai  te  bee, 

£t  le  beo,  et  le  beo,  et  U tSte,  et  la  tSto, — 0,  <fec. 

9.  Aloa6tte,gentilte  Alooette,  Alooette.  je  te  plosierai, 
Je  te  plamerai  le  nez,  je  te  plamerai  le  oez, 

£t  le  nee,  et  le  nez.  r^t  le  beo,  et  lebeo, 

Et  la  t4te,  et  la  t^te.— U,  deo. 

Alooette, geotiite  Alouette.  Alooette,  je  te  plamerai, 

Je  te  plamerai  le  doe,  je  te  plamerai  le  doe. 

Et  le  doe,  et  le  doe.  et  le  nez,  et  le  nez,  . 

St  ie  bsW.  et  le  beo,  et  la  idte,  et  la  tOte.— 0.  <&o.  >1 

• Kepeat  thlsbar  once  (or2nd ' 


5.  Aloaette,  gentille  Alooette,  Aloaette,  je  te  piaraorai, 
Je  b!  plamerai  lea  pattea,  je  te  plamerai  lea  nattea, 
Et  lea  pat^,  et  lea  pattea,  et  le  doe,  et  le  due, 

£t  le  nez,  et  Ie  nez.  et  le  bee,  et  le  bM, 

Et  la  tdte,  et  la  tdte. — O,  ^ 

6.  Aloaette,  penfille  Aloaette,  Aloaette,  je  te  plamerai, 
Je  te  plamerai  le  con,  je  te  plamerai  le  ooo, 

Et  le  ooa,  et  le  coa,  et  lee  pattea,  et  lee  pattea, 
le  d08,  et  le  doe,  et  le  nez,  et  le  nez, 

Et  le  beo,  et  le  beo.  et  la  tdte,  et  la  tdte.— 0.  <£o. 
;rae.  twice  (orSrd,  eto. 


Engihfi  u>or<h  by  Louis  E.  Eison 

winging,  singing  skylark 
nJ.i?' J “Ml  pluck  th^noV 
I begin  to  pluck  the  head.  etc. 

Mow  tht  head,  pretty  skjdark. 
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Mr.— -Fir,  Pas“ 
Voics. 


SAIL,  SAIL,  MY  BARK  CANOE. 


P.  B.  SEYMOUR.  '64. 


1.  Wliere  the  pine  tras  wav  • eih,  And  the  lake>l8(  8luo 

2.  When  the  son  is  sink  • in^  ‘Neach  the  lof  - ty  pines, 

Rock  - y beaches 
We  of  dinner 

i - 1>4—^ — — J|  •’  1 — T — 

ri>>:  V!  0—=—0 — ^ \ ^ — = — (• — ---H ^ 5 ^ 

ir 

•«*-  -XU- 

-L  g 

SAIL,  SAIL,  M7  DARE  CANOE. 


10  d 


I.  In  the  mellow  »<tonminft 
Bings  our  dinner  bell ; 

Weary  with  our  roaming, 

We  like  the  sound  full  well. 
And  when  we’ve  done  our  diniog, 
In  kilmamooks  bright 
Awuiid  the  fire  reclining. 

W*  tpead  a jolly  eight. 


4.  Or  shoold  skies  most  glorious, 
Tempt  once  more  to  stray. 
Moonbeams  dancing  o’er  us, 
Light  each  rock-bound  bay; 
Maidens  fair,  with  eyes  of  light. 

Freight  our  shallops  frail ; 
And  far  beneath  the  Queen  of 
We  merrily  sing  and  saiL 


AULD 

neia— ViDB  Paob  «t. 

1.  Should  auld  acquaintance  be  forgot, 

And  never  brought  to  min'  ? 

Should  mild  acquaintance  be  forgot, 

•And  days  o'  lang  sytip.? 

. We  twa  ba'e  run  aboot  the  braes, 

And  pu'd  the  gowaus  fine ; 

But  we  wandered  mony  a weary  foot, 
Bis'  auld  laog  syne. 


LANG  SYNE. 

SUKN3. 

3.  We  twa  ha’e  paidl’t  i‘  the  buro 

Frae  morain'  sun  till  dine ; 

But  seas  between  us  braid  ha’a  roared. 

Sin'  auld  laug  syne. 

4.  Then  here’s  a hand,  my  trusty  frieo'. 

And  gie's  a hand  o'  thine , 

And  we’ll  tak'  a cop  o'  kindnesa  yet 
For  aojd  laug  syne. 


Cboros, 

Fw  auld  lang  sytio,  my  dear, 
For  attid  lang  sviie  j 
We'll, tak'  a onp  o'  kindness  yet 
aiiKt  laug  syne. 
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BONNIE  BOON. 


Word*  by  BURNS,  1792.  rtix#.— “LosTia  my  Quiet roBcvn." 


MIodernto  c trauquIHo. 


XaE  lAiiPAOLIW  JACKET. 


Ill 


CHORDS,  mf 


A . I Tiya,m.  a tempo 


low. 

J_ 


I i 


And  six 

=fr 


al-wart  Lan-cera  shall  carry  me, 


-| — r 


8.  Hud  I tlio  wings  of  a littio  clove. 

Far.  far  nway  would  I riy. 

Straight  to  the  arms  of  my  trtio  love, 
There  would  I lay  m and  die. 

CAorttf— Wrujj  me  up.  Ac. 

S.Then  get  you  two  little  white  tombstones 
Pat  them  one  at  my  head  and  rny  too.  ' 
And  get  you  a pen-kinfe  and  scratoii  there 
**  Hero  liea  a i>oor  buffer  below.*' 

CAorua.— Wrap  mo  op,  A«. 


And  cet  you  six  brandies  and  sodas. 

And  lay  them  all  out  in  a row, 

And  get  you  six  jolly  fellows, 

To  drink  to  this  buffer  below. 

C’Aorua.  Wrap  mo  op,  Ao. 

5.  And  then  in  ibe  calm  of  the  twilight. 
When  tho  soft  winds  whisperitiB  blow 
And  the  darkening  shadows  are  falline, 
Sometimes  think  of  this  buffer  below. 

CAorus. — Wrap  mo  up,  Ao» 


A-ROVING. 


2.  My  Nancy  Dawsnn  she  lived  there, 
Murk  well  whiit  I do  say  ; 

Bhe  WHS  a Ihss  snrpassiiii^  fair, 

SheM  brixlu  blue  eye^^  and  t’olden  hair; 
And  I'll  lio  no  more  a-rovin^; 

With  you,  fair  in  ijd. 

Chonit. — A-roving,  «to. 

\ I met  her  first  when  home  from  sea, 
Mark  well  whatl  do  say  ; 

Home  from  the  cnasl  of  Africkee, 

Wi  h pockets  lined  with  good  monie; 
And  I’ll  go  no  more  a-roving 
With  you.  fair  maid. 

Chorui. — A-roving,  <tc. 


4.  Oh  1 didn't  I tell  her  elories  tme. 

Murk  well  what  I do  say; 

And  didn't  I tell  her  who;  pere  tool 
Of  the  cold  we  found  in  Timbuctoo; 

And  I'll  go  no  more  a-roving 
With  you,  fair  maid 

Cl6rti$. — A-roving,  do. 

B.  But  when  we'd  spent  my  blooming  “ screw," 
Mark  well  what  I do  any; 

And  the  whole  of  the  gold  from  Timlaotcc, 
Bhe  out  her  stick  and  vanished  tooj 
And  I'll  go  no  more  a-rovJng 
With  you,  fair  maid. 

C/iorus:— A-roving, 
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TENTING  ON  THE  OLD  CAMP  GROUND. 


ROSALIE. 


lit  - tie  cow  • - -pi, 
m&od  for  m owe, 
friends  by  the  scores, 


^ something 

The  hand  of  ray  sweet  Rob  • 
Say  *•  Com  - men<  fo-  77,07, 


k - - lie. 
t - - ?ni  ’’ 


. 


:ii8 


CAMPING  SONG. 


Word.  t^W.  H. ELLIS,  *67. 


'■■ji 


4 


CAMPINQ  SONG. 


CHORUS,  tnf 

Ist&Skd  TBNoas. 


While  we  sweeten  onr  toil  with  a tale  or  a song, 

Or  rest  while  the  winds  wait  ns  bravely  along. 

Jnvivallera,  Ao. 

6.  At  ni^ht  when  the  deer  to  tite  thicket  has  Sed, 

And  the  scream  of  the  nigblbawk  is  heard  overhead. 
We  startle  with  laughter  the  wilderness  dim, 

Or  the  forests  resound  with  onr  evening  hymn. 

Javivallers,  <feo. 

8.  Then  hurrah  for  the  north,  with  its  woods  and  itohillfl! 
Uorrah  for  its  rooks,  and  its  lakes,  and  its  tills  t 
And  long  may  its  forests  be  lovely  as  now, 

Dotoaohad  by  the  axe  and  onsoathed  by  the  plow  1 
Juvivallera.  (ftc. 
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THE  XOUNG  RECRUIT. 
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THE  YOUNG  RECEUIT. 


dram,  dram,  drum Aijd  the  mean  • iog  of  my  dram  I 

dram,  dram,  dram. 


= i=t:[ 

■5-— — — — 

— M — * 

^ 1 

a ^ 

4-r~r^H^ 

^ 

MASSA'S  IN  THE  COLD  GROUND. 

Words  snd  Music  by  8.  C.  FOS  a’BR. 


1.  Hoond  d.  meuiowa  aia  .i-ring  - . ing,  De  dat-keys’ moamdol  rang,  ' 

2.  When  desntnmn  leave,  were  till  - ing.  When  de  days  were  cold.  'Twar 

8.  Mas  - sa  make  de  darkeys  love  him.  ’Canae  he  was  so  kind. 


-ttt 


While  de  mocking-bird  am  sing  . . i„g,  Hap-py  a.  do  day  am  long 
hard  to  hear  old  mass,  call  - - ing.  Canae  hd  was  so  weak  and  old 
Now  - dev  aad-Iy  weep. -hove  him.  Monming 'oan«>  he  leave  dem  behind  '■  I 


0 

r-m 


t/- 


_>t.  iwrtg.  MS 
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MASSA'S  IN  THE  COLD  GROUND. 


1st  & 2ia>  Voices. 


Dov9n  ia  de  corn  • • field,  Hear  dab  oionrn  - ful  sound, 


« « « 


: ^ "Cr  • -cr  • 

■ s- 

All 

( 

the  darkeys  am  a - weep  - - ing,  Maaea'sin  de  cold,  cold  ground. 

- ' 1 -^— j) 

1 
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caonvs. 

IstTbhor. 


A CAPITAL  SHIP. 


rhe>i  b.ov».  ye  winds.  heiKh-hol  A - rov  - ing  I w.ll  ^-o  ! I'll  stay  no  mo 


-T  ■ 


»-  p j J ■ J -I 

1 ^ ■ 

^ ^ ) 1 I 1 

* — \0  J J-l— 3^^ 

t) 

E 

' r 1 

ngland's  shore,  St)  let  the  mo-sio  play -a 

f-a> 

! I’m  ofl 

fo 

the  momii 

g train  1 I’ll 

1 1 1 — p 

-1  |-J  -J 

^ e 

* ^ i 

i—  »l  T-j 1 1 

St  its 

- _J J . J 

i h 1 

cross  the  rogiu 

; muinl  1 m off  to  my  lo 

u u L r 

ve  with  a boxing-glove,  Te 

n thousaii 

uJ.  J..-° 

d miles  a - way  1 

1 — ^ 1 J 'J 

(fe  — * j — X — — 

=^fc4=gr#j=ig=^igr-|— l-Ht— 1-?;— t 

■■'x-  J-  p-3~|j 

1 1 

i it  i 

1 1 

■■ 

r ^ 3 i 

4,  All  nautical  pride  we.lnid  aside. 

And  we  ran  the  vessel  ashore 
On  the  Qnliiby  Isles,  where  the  Poopoo  smiles, 
And  the  rnbbly  Ubducs  roar 
And  we  sat  on  the  edge  of  a sandy  ledge, 

And  shot  at  the  whistling  bee-ee-ee ; 

And  the  oinnamon  hats  wore  waterproof  hats 
A«  they  dipped  in  the  shinv  sea  —Ohorm. 


5.  On  Rugbng  bark,  from  morn  till  dark. 

We  dined  till  we  all  bad  grown 
Uncommonly  shrank ; when  a Chinese  junk 
Game  up  from  the  Torriby  Zone. 

She  was  obubby  and  square,  bat  we  didn’t  machou% 
So  we  oheerily  pnt  to  sea-ee-ee ; 

And  we  left  all  the  crew  of  the  jnnk  to  chew 
On  the  bark  of  the  Ragbag  tree. — Chortu. 


JOHNNY  SCHMOKER 

in  ihi*  »(ntg.  an  vid  tfulc)u  musiaan  tells  hit  frivnd,  Johuuy  SehmohtT,  abotU  rA«  tusirumtnts  upon  tohieh  he 
canplay,  anil  describes  (hem  by  moliont  uhile  he  tings.  The  moliotis  are  made  only  when  the  words  dttcribiuii  Ihe 
tntiruments  are  sung,  as,  for  example,  at  "Rnh,  a dnb,  a dub."  the  roll  of  the  drum  beginning-  osin  (he 

ease  of  all  the  i-sinimenls—wHh  thejir*tand  ending  exactly  xrith  the  loi‘t  word.  At  'PiUy.  willy,  wiiik."  (he  hov/tt 
are  placed  as  ifp/uying  thejiie,  and  only  (hefuyers  move;  at  "Tie,  knock,  knock."  (he  right  hand  Hlrikes  three  tmrj> 
under  the  bfl,  as  if  ploying  the  triangle ; at  "Bom,  bom,  bom,"  the  hand  is  moml  forward  and  back,  as  (f' playing 
the  trombone  ; and  so  on  to  the  last,  which  it  imitated  by  crooking  both  arms  and  striking  with  them  against  the  sides, 
as  \f  playing  the  bagpipe. 


8.  Johnny  Sohmokor.  Johnny  Sobmoker, 
loh  kann  spielon,  ioh  k&nn  Bpieleni 
loh  kann  spiel  mein  klein  Triangle. 

Tie  knewk  knock,  das  i»t  Triangle, 

Pilly  wil  y wink,  das  ist  mein  Pifle, 

fiab  a dob  a dQb«  das  iat  >Ti«in  ^roioQ^ 


Mein  Bab  a dub  a dab,  mein  Piily  willy  wink. 
Mein  Tie  knock  knock,  das  iat  Triangle. 

4.  Johnny  Sohmoker  Johnny  Snhmoker. 

Ich  kann  spielen  ich  kann  ^ielen, 

Xflb  kii.ftii  ^[fi  kiaina  Trosolbon^ 
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JOHNNY  SOHMOKER, 


bom  bom,  d^s  ist  main  TiOihuoeo, 

Tio  knook  knock,  das  Ut  Triangle, 

Pilly  willy  wink,  das  ist  mein  Fifle, 

Rnb  a dub  a dnb.  das  iat  mein  l>rummel. 

» dub,  mein  Pilly  willy  wink. 
Mein  Tio  knock  knock,  mein  Bom  Iwm  bom 
Das  ia(  moiu  Trombone.  ' 

6.  Johnny  Sohmoker,  Johnny  Sohmoker, 
lob  ktnn  spieleii,  ioh  kann  spielen, 
loh  kann  spiel  mein  kleine  Cymbal. 

Zoom  zoom  zoom,  dae  ise  mein  Cymbal, 

Bom  bom  bom.  das  lat  mein  7’rombone, 

Tio  knock  knock,  das  ist  Trianale, 

Ptlly  willy  wink,  das  ist  mein  FiHe. 

Rnb  a dob  a dnb,  das  ist  mein  Driimmel. 

Mem  Rub  a dub  a dub,  mein  Pilly  willy  wink, 
Mem  no  knock  knock,  mein  Bom  bom  bom. 
Mam  Zoom  zoom  zoom,  das  ist  mein  Cymbal, 
6.  Johnny  Sohmoker,  Johnny  Schmoker, 

Ioh  kann  spielen,-  ioh  kann  spielen, 

Ioh  kann  spiel  mem  kleine  Viol. 

Fal  lal  lal,  das  ist  mein  Viol, 

Zoom  zoom  zoom,  dae  Ut  mein  Cymbal, 


Bom  bom  ^m,  das  ist  mein  Trombone, 
lio  knock  knock,  das  ist  Triangle, 

Puly  willy  wink,  das  ist  mein  Pifie, 

Rub  a dub  a dub.  das  ist  mein  Druramel. 

V wJHy  wink, 

Mem  Tic  knock  knock,  mem  Bom  bom  bom^ 
Mem  Zoom  zoom  zoom,  mein  Fal  lal  lal 
Das  ist  mein  Viol. 

7.  Johnny  Schmoker.  Johnnv  Sohmoker. 

Ich  kann  spielen.  ioh  ksnn  spielen, 

Ioh  kann  spiel  mein  kleine  Toodle-Bach. 

Whack  whack  whack,  das  ist  mein  Toodle-Sach 
xal  al  lal,  das  int  mein  Viol, 

Zoom  zoom  zoom,  das  ist  mein  Cymbal, 

Bom  bom  bom,  das  ist  mein  Trombone. 

Tio  knock  knock,  das  ist  Triangle, 

Pilly  willy  wink,  das  ist  mem  Fifie, 

Rub  a dub  a dub.  das  ist  mein  Drnmmel. 

Mein  Rnb  a dnb  a dnb,  mein  Pillv  willy  wink. 
Mom  Tic  knock  knock,  mein  Bom  bom  bon^ 
Mem  Zoom  zoom  zoom,  mein  Fal  lal  iaL 
Mein  Whack  wback  whaok, 

Das  ist  mein  Toodle-Sach, 


SOLDIER’S  FAREWELL. 


AttUutU^  J=66. 

IST&SKOTBNoa. 


U w ■ 

1.  How  can  I bear  to  leave  thee, 

2.  No  er  more  may  I bo -bold  thee. 

8.  I think  of  thee  with  long  - ing, 

P — ^ 

Ibt&SmdBass. 


(^e  part  - ing  kiss  I give  thee;  And 

to  tbie  heart  en  - fold  thee;  With 

l^ink  thoQ,  when  tears  are  tbrong-ing.  What 

P ^ • ~ 


rrr 


HERE'S  TO  THE  MAIDEN. 
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Attti,. 

VOI0B. 


■g,7-7^ 


Prom  the  “ School  rot  Sc&mui.'' 


mm 


1.  Here’a  lo  the  m&id-en  of  l>aah  - fol  fif-teen,  Here's  to  the  wi.-dow  of  m - - ty  , 

2.  Here's  to  the  oharmer  whose  dimples  we  prize,  Now  to  the  maid  who  has  Qooe,  sir  ’ 

3.  Here's  to  the  maid  with  a bo*  som  of  snow,  Nowtohertbst'sasbrowo  as  a her  • - ry;' 
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revelry  of  the  dying. 

UogY^^e  htt  woniorful  produVuoQ;'’’*'  **  * *h8  Pl“eu«  WM hourly  ■wooping  off  fall  oompaolonl.  Ho  diu  a 


^ir.—  ‘AwAt  WITH  Mhlahcholt" 


1.  Wo  moot  'iieatli  tho  Bound  - ine  rat  . tor.  .tnd  the  walls  ,a  . round 

^ 


S.  Not  a sidh  for  the  lot  that  darkles  ; 

Not  ft  tear  for  the  friends  that  sink  ; 
We’ll  fell  'midek  the  wine-cap's  sperkleSi 
As  mate  as  the  wine  we  drink. 

6o  stand  to  your  glasses,  steady  I 
'Tie  this  tltat  respite  buys  ; 

One  cap  to  the  dead  already  ; 

Hnrrah  1 for  the  next  that  dies. 

8.  There's  a mist  on  the  glass  oongeeling; 
'Tis  the  hurricane’s  fiery  breath  ; 

And  tbas  does  the  warmth  of  feeliog 
Tarn  ice  in  the  grasp  of  death. 

Hoi  stand  to  your  glasses,  steady  1 
For  a moment  the  vapour  flies ; 

A eap  to  the  dead  already ; 

Hurrah  I for  the  next  that  dies. 


4.  Who  dreads  to  the  dust  returning  ? 

Who  shrinks  from  tho  sable  shorot 
, Where  the  high  and  haughty  yearning 
Of  the  soul  shall  sting  no  more. 

Ho  I stand  to  your  glasses,  steady  I 
The  world  is  a world  of  lies ; 

A cup  to  the  dead  already ; 

Hurrah  I for  the  next  that  dies. 

6.  Cat  off  from  the  land  that  b<mi  lu, 
Betrayed  by  the  land  we  find, 

Where  the  brightest  have  gone  before  tu, 
And  the  dailest  remain  behind. 

Stand  ! stand  to  year  glasses,  steady  I 
'Tie all  we  have  left  to  prixe; 

A eap  to  the  dead  already, 

And  karrab  1 for  the  next  that  diet. 


^waaaasBH 
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Wards  by  B.  MORTON  JONB8 
AUegr^ttOt  p 


Away,  away,  awayi 


Adapted  from  DB  BBRIOT. 


1.  Air  • i • ly  doat  we  with  gen  tie  Bwmg,  Out>  o’er  the  waters  ctir  voi  - ces  ring;  • 

2.  Oat  o'er  the  watere  with  dip • ptDg  blade,  By  thoQgbtB  of  the  nior  - row  ua  - dis-mayed' 

2.  Ripples  of  laagbter  oar  plea-eare  tell, 'TLs  sweeter  than  rambling  by  wood  aud  dell,' 
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moon  • light  streams 
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• diant  beams,  Glim-mer-ing 

' 'S'  w 

far  and  near........}... 

1 and  near. 

AURA  LEE. 


1.  ^ the  black-bird,  in  the  spring.  ’Neath  the  wil  - low  tree,  Bat  and  piped,  i 

2.  Op  her  ohwk  the  rose  was  bom.  And  her  soft  bine  eyes.  Like  the  dew  - y 

3.  Like  a son  - lit  rippling  brtwk,  Was  her  Isnghing  Yoice,  From  her  eyes  one 


AUBA  LEE. 
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rSB  GWINB  BACK  TO  DIXIE. 
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r8£  GWINE  BACK  TO  DIXIE. 


STARS  OF  THE  SUMMER  NIGHT. 


9.  Moon  of  tba  Bammer  oightt 

Far  down  yon  western  stee^ 
Sink,  sink  ia  silver  light ; 

She  sleeps,  my  lady  sleeps. 

t.  Wind  of  the  stimmer  i ight, 

Where  vonder  woodbine  orespf 
Fold,  fold  your  piniona  light; 
She  sleeps,  my  lady  sleepa. 

A Dreams  of  the  sammer  nightf 
Tell  her  hor  lover  keeps 
Watch,  while  in  slumber  light 
She  steeps,  my  lady  sleeps. 
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AUP  WIEDERSEHN. 


Piano.  Voices. 


S. 


ShoQld  some  loved  friend  a flower  send, 
A violet  or  roee-bad  pure. 

Of  this  be  sure, — 

Tho*  in  thy  room  at  mom  it  bloom, 
'Twill  wither  ere  the  nififat  winds  blow, 
Yea  t that  I know. 


8.  Bboald  Love's  (;Iad  rave  illame  thy  dayst 
And  there  be  one  U>  thre  more  fair 
Than  jewels  rare ; 

She  oannot  stav  with  thee  alway. 

Bat  far  too  <)niokly  yon  mtiat  part, 

With  aching  heart. 


I 


AtJP  WIEDERSEBN. 


189 


140 


A HOME  BY  THE  SEA. 
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A.  HOME  BY  THE  SEA. 


N 


iCSLUlijik- __  w \f>:  0 

A borne, 

A home, 

A home  by  the  deep  heaving 

»-  J 1 

• y 

r 

I’VE  LOST  MY  DOGGY. 


Con  dolor*. 


i 

1 P -~F  « 1 F-  f ^ 

I've  1 

Mt  my  dog  - gy.  Who’a  seen  roy  bow  - wowt 

BiMUBS  1 

~~  L'^i~  * p ■<■  -r  -p  — Pi^ 
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SLEIGH-RIOER’S  SERENADE. 
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Bi:<£iaH-BID£R'S  SERENADE. 


lot  U8  a-way,  away,  away,  O let  ne 


away,  away,  away,  Where  eilv’ry  moonbeame  play. 


J tT  J 


9.  A tboau&d  eyes  from  oot  the  ekies 
Will  give  as  greeting  kind  ; 

With  diamonds  bright  to  reflect  their  light, 
Oar  pathway  shall  be  lin^. 

At  swift  as  the  coarse  of  a bird  ia  air, 

Oor  flight,  oar  flight  shall  be ; 

Then  oome  away,  my  lady  fair, 

4way.  away  with  me. 

CAorw.— O let  os  away,  eto. 


3.  Night's  goddess  now  aboat  her  brow 
A misty  halo  wears ; 

A token  to  show  that  soon  the  snow 
Will  melt  in  ramy  tears. 

Ere  ever  the  oloads  shall  gather  there. 
Or  shining  hoars  shall  flee, 

0 haste  away,  my  lady  fair, 

Away,  away  with  me. 

Chartu.—0  let  as  away,  eto> 


EULALIE. 


6r_ 

R.8.  TAYLOR. 

1 1^  1.  Star 

of 

Z 

sam 

mer  eve.  8mk,  sink  to 

rest 

' 1 2.  Wind 

of 

the 
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mer  eve,  Waft,  waft  yonr  sighs  I 

1 1 8.  Bird 

of 
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mer  eve,  Chant,  ohant  yonr  song  I 

While  throagb  the 

> 
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LULLABY  OP  THE  IROQUOIS. 


Woiiis  by  E. PAULINE  JOHNSON.’ 
Moderate. 


Music  by  JA9.  EDMUND  JONES,  88. 


bands  are  your  nest  It  i 
yield  - ing^  to  sleep  The 


!5ingB  from  the.  down-bend-ing  branch  of  the  oak,  You 
he  - ron  Jb  horn  • ing,  the  plo  • - ver  is  still,  The 


By  permiaeion  qf  the  pubUskera  qf“FUnt  db  Feather! 
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WordB  by  ASTHUB  H.PRENCH. 


TRABLING  BACK  TO  GEORGIA 

Companion  Song-  to  “OLD  BLACK  JOE.” 

~ Music  OHAS  D BLAKE, 


l=jt^s=p  h > J Jp 

good  olfi  Ismd  to  see,  Ihe 

lace  I left  to  wan.der,  the 

day  that  I was  free,  iW 

*#■  1--  3 la- 

?ettiiieroldaiidweary,Aadtiraofroamiijg,too,  So  on  my  way  to  Dixas,  111  say  goodb^  to  you. , 


to  toan  aAlacent  room. 

IX  Bung-  ia  tms  way  omit  the  accompaniment  below. 


Hr 


Slow. 


Among"  til©  fields'  of  eoUon, 
The  sugar  oace  and  corn. 
So  happy  with  ol©  Massa, 

- A-living  in  the  lane, 

To  see  d©  ole  plantation, 

I’se  trabling  back  again. 


Fll  hoe  the  com  and  oottur  ^ 

And  cht  so  happy  be; 

I’ll  hunt  the  coou*  and  possum, 
And  danee  and  sing  and  play, 
And  when  I one©  get  back  there. 
I’ll  never  {jom©  away! 


I'se  trabling"  back  to  Georgia, 

1b  See  the  darkies  Ihere,’ 

And  see  niy  ole  Aunt  Dinah, 

Oh,  golly,  won’t  eke  stare! 

Well  dance  all  night  till  morning", 
By  the  batycA  sweet  infirain, 

And  have  a celebratibn,  ‘ 

When  ! get  bade  again! 


TRUE  LOVE 


So  close  - ly  knit  to  thine.  I know  no  o - ther  love  Than  thine  a - lone. 


2.  Bine  the  forget>me-not, 
Emblem  of  constancy ; 

Close  press  it  to  thy  breast, 
And  think  of  me. 

Thongh  flower  and  hope  decay, 
Bioh  we  in  love  alway : 

My  heart's  deep  love  for  thee 
Never  can  die. 


8.  Were  I a bird,  on  high 
Far  through  the  air  I’d  fly ; 

No  hawk  sbonld  dannt  me  then, 
Winging  to  thee. 

Stmok  by  the  huntsman’s  dart. 
Sinking  upon  thy  heart, 

There,  shonld’st  tbon  weep  for  me 

Fain  would  1 die. 


YE  SHEPHERDS  TELL  ME. 


WAZZINOBI. 


9 ? P®'  havi  vTm  8«en. 

4.  A wreath  a • - round  her  head,  a-round  her  head  she  wore. 
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TD  SHBPHEitDS  TJjJLL  ME. 


y_oo  seen  my  Flo  • m paea  this  way 
na  • . . uon,  Li . - ly,  Li  - . . jy,  rJs] 


In  Bbape  and  feature 
And  m her  hand 


have  yco 


TE^EEPHEBDS  TELL  ME. 


And 


ebe^fi, 


&nd  ohnelm  of  ro  • s)*  htw. 
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PEANUT  SONG 


2.  Oh  I all  you  fellows,  that  have  sherry  oMokenj  and  give  your  neighbor  Done  etc. 

8.  Oh!  all  you  fellows  that  have  pickled  persimmonB,  and  give  your  neig'hbor  none  etc. 

4.  Oh  1 all  you  fellows  that  have  huckleberry  poUpie,  and  give  your  neigiibor  none  eto. 

B . Oh ! all  you  fellows  that  have  soft,  sweet  soda  crackers  f and  give  your  neig'bbor  cone  ©to. 

6.  Oh  I ■ all  you  fellows  that  have  nic8)BCur  Messina  oranges,  nnd  give  your  neighbor  none  bto- 

7.  Oh ! all  you  fellows  that  have  Mrs  Winslow’s  soothii^  syrup,  give  your  nei^bor  nonS  etc. 

8.  Ohl  all  you  fellows  that  have  ripe, rich, red  strawberry  short-cake,  and  give  your  neighbor  none  etc . 
9j  Oh ! all  you  fellows  that  have  California  clam  ohowder  and  casters  on  the  half-shell,  and  give  your 

neighbor  none,  etc. 

Spoken-.  — Not  if  I knows  njj’self. 


RKCESSIONAL. 


Bevxure  Usgtihou  Jtyrget  the  Lord  thy  God.  DBUT.viii.il. 


l.God  of  our  fathers,  known  of  old, 
Lord  of  our  far-flung"  battle  line. 
Beneath  Whose  awful  band  we  hold 
Dominion  over  palm  and  pine: 

P Loi'd  God  of  hosts,  be  with  us  yet, 
Lest  we  forget,  lest  we  foi^t. 


fnpS.Tkr  called,  our  navies  melt  away 

On  dune  and  and  headland  sinks  the  firej 
Lo,  all  Our  pomp  of  yesterday 
Ts  one  with  Nineveh  and  'I^e! 

P Judge  of  the  nations,  spare  us  yet, 

Lest  we  forget,  lest  we  forget. 


MpZ.  The.  tumult  and  the  shouting*  dies; 
The  captains  and  the  kings  depart; 
Still  stands  Thine  ancient  saorillce, 
An  humble  and  a contrite  heart: 

P Lord  God  of  hosts,  be  with  us  yet, 
Lest  we  forget,  Jest  we  forget. 


ffl.p4.If,  drunk  with  sight  of  power,  we  loose 
Wild  tong’ues  that  have  not  Thee  in  awe. 
Such  boastings  as  the  Gentiles  Mse, 

Or  lesser  breeds  without  the  law. 

P Lord  God  of  hosts,  be  with  us  yet, 

Lest  we  forget,  lest  we  forget. 


fflp  5.Fbr  heathen  heart  that  puts  her  trust 
In  reeking*  tube  and  iron  shard; 

All  valiant  dust  that  builds  on  dust, 

And  g*uarding*  call  not  Thee  to  g*uaid: 

P Fbr  ft-antjc  boast  and  foolish  word, 

Thy  me!*ey  on  Thj'  people.  Lord.  Ameii. 

Eudyard  Kipling-,1897, 

These  words,  here  inserted  by  permission  of  the  author,  first  appeared  in  The  17,  1897. 

They  also  appeared  as  the  Recessional’  in  Kiplinff’s  Five  Nations,  1903.  The  allusions  in  the  hymn  ai*e 
to  the  incidents  in  the  Diamond  Jubilee  of  Queen  Victoria,  and  especially  to  the  Procession  and  tlie  Naval 
Review. 
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BRIDGET  DONAHUE. 
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HALLKHALLO. 


Word!  br  WILHELM  BORN&MANN.  1B16. 

BARITONK  SOLO 

Veios. 


f'rcoaUttso  by  JA&  BDUUNt)  JONES,  1 


1.  Tbroagh  wood  and  fo . rest  nmg  - ieg.  I find  s jo,  oo . ohang  . - ing,  A 

2.  M,  dog  is  good  and  trus  - ty.  Out  ag  - pe-litea  are  taa  . . t, ! A 
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HAT.T.r  . a^LLO. 


8. 1,  tboagb  wlthoQt  a ciokel, 

2Cy  dainty  palate  tiekle 

With  wine  and  go^  black  bread. 
Sfy  fragrant  pipe  burns  brightly, 

At,  stepping  forward  lightly, 

^ha  dow'ry  heath  1 tread. 


4»  Tbas,  in  the  fields  abiding, 

Or  through  the  forest  striding, 

I pass  the  livelong  day, 

And  while  my  hours  are  fleeting 
Like  seoonde  swift  retreating, 

1 throngh  the  green. wood  stray. 


9.  And  now  the  sun  is  sinking, 

Now  stars  through  mists  are  blinklDg ; 

Thns  one  more  day  slips  by  ; 

So  home  again  retomtcig, 

Where  cheerful  hearth  is  burning. 

A Jolly  huntsman  I. 


ON  THE  BANKS  OF  THE  YANG-TSEE.KIANG.* 


. xunw  years  naa  passed  away,  whileb  it  feu 
That  I sat  by  my  door  and  span,  span, 

T^t  a soldier  came  and  said,  “ Yonr  lover  Bill  lies  dead 
On  the  banks  of  the  Yang-YanR-Yang-tsee-kiang, 

On  the  baoks  of  the  Yang^tsee-kiang. 

4.  “’Twas  in  a tea-tree  glen  that  wemet  the  Chinamen, 

And  one  of  the  rogues  let  bang,  bang, 

Which  laid  poor  William  low.  with  hie  toes  towards  the  foe, 

On  the  banks  of  the  Yang-Yang-Yang-tsee-faiang,  - 
On  the  banks  of  the  Yang-tsee-kiang. 

5. 'He  tmk  asprig  of  teaand  said, ‘Will  yon  carry  th’sfor  me. 

And  tell  poor  Polly  where  it  sprang,  sprang?  ’ 

Am  this  was  all  he  said,  when  his  head  it  dropr>ed  like  lead;. 

On  the  banks  of  the  Yang-Yang-Yang-tsee-kiang, 

On  the  banks  of  the  Yang-tsee-kiang. 

®-“Now  win  yon  take  from  me  this  little  sprig  of  tea? 

Twas  on  Bill's  grave  that  it  sprung,  sprang, 
y<m  may  have  it  if  yon  will,  as  a soavenir  of  Bill. 

From  the  banks  of  the  Yang-Yang-Yang-tsee-kiang, 

ITrom  the  bauke  of  the  Yang-tsee-kiang.” 

7.  ‘'My  soldier  boy,"  said  I,  “do  yoa  see  any  green  in  my  eye? 

Fray  excuse  me  the  use  of  slang,  slang. 

Fot  I’m  your  Polly  Hill,  and  yoa're  my  lover  Bill, 

From  the  banks  of  the  Yang-Yang-Yang-tsee-kiang 

From  the  banks  of  the  Yang-taee-Kian;'.’' 

a»  “Thu  Lite  ef  u erotti»h  PmbeHoner  ”by  Jahrs  liitowN,  by  pormlstioii  of  jAMi'.a  Macleuoss  < e 
PublUhera.  QIukow. 


• TO*  word!  are  tikea  fit 
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PETER  GRAY. 

Aftdmnt*, 


t.  'Now  Peter  Gr&y  he  fell  io  love,  all  with  a nice  youof'  girl, 

The  first  three  letters  of  her  same  were  L-U-C.  Anna  Qiiirl. — 0/». 

8.  But  jost  as  they  were  going  to  wed,  her  papa  be  said  “ No  1“ 

And  oonseqoeQtly  she  was  aent  away  oS  to  Ohio.  —C/io. 

i.  And  Peter  Gray  he  went  to  trade  for  fore  and  other  akine, 

Till  he  was  caagbt  and  scalp  • y • ed  by  the  bloody  Indians. — Cfia. 

S.  When  Lnoy  Anna  heard  the  news,  she  straightway  took  to  bed, 
And  never  did  get  op  again  until  she  di  • i • ed. Cho, 


gal-lant  ehip  o’er  the  b 
bil- loWa  surge  will  cb 

li  - loWE 

ant  my 

skips,  A - V 
dirge,  A . V 

7ay,  far  a-way  from  the 
?ay,  far  a-way  fbom  tbe 

1 H 1 1 1 V 1 1 1 1 1^ 

ahnrft! 

ehorel 

i rm-Kv  11 

• |i 

^ ^ P 
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CHOBrDB^ 


walls  re-&ound;The  night  we'll  pass  With  jo-vi{Q  glassAnd  pipes  of  good  To  - backl 

Prince  of  Wales  A - like  be  guiles  His  mood  to  smiles  With  com-fort-ing  To  - back! 

good  ci- gar.”  Can -non  and  ball  Are  vanquished  all  By  con-quer-ing  To  - back! 


CHORUS 


To  - back,  back,  back,  To 
To  - back,  back,  back,  To 
To  - back,  bade,  back.  To 


back,  bade,  back,  And 
back,  back,  back, With 
back,  back,  back,  By 


pipes 
com  ■ 
con 


of  good 
fort  - ing 
quer  - ing 


• back,  beick, back.  To *  * b^k, back, back, And  pipes  of  good  To  - back. 

• back, back, back, To  - back, back, back,With  com-fort-ing  To-baok. 
To  - back,  bade, bade.  To  - back,  back,back,  By  coo  - quer-ing  To  - back. 
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4. 

1?h©  youngster,  for  the  weed  unripe 
Steals  on  the  sly  bis  fathers  pipe* 

Behind  the  shed 
In  fear  and  dread 
Be  tries  to  like  tobaok! 

CHORUS;- Tobaok,  back,  b tick,  etc. 

5. 

The  gaffer,  toothless,  grrim  and  old, 
Whose  gums  refuse  the  pipe  to  hold; 

The  stem  will  wind 
"With  yarn  and  bind 
It  fast,  and  smoke  TobackI 
CHORUS;-  Tobaok,  back,  back,  ©to. 

6. 

The  copper  on  bis  lonely  beat. 

Smokes  as  be  tramps  the  midnight  Street; 
His  short  pipe  glov^ 

Beneath  his  hose, 

And  warms  it  with  Tobacki 
CHORUS;-  Tobaok,baok,back,  etc. 

7. 

The  cripple  with  a wooden  leg 
The  weed  will  borrow,  buy  or  beg; 

The  pipe  be  grips 
Between  his  lips 
And  smokes  and  smokes  Toback! 

CHORUS:- Toback, back, baok,  etc. 


e. 

The  noble  red  man,  out  for  hair 
Will  everlasting  friendship  sweat; 

In  pipes  of  peace, 

His  wranglinga  cease, 

And  so  he  smokes  Tobacki 
CHORUS:-  Toback, back,  baok,  etc. 

9. 

The  western  man,  that’s  worn  and  grim, 
Thinks  life  has  little  charm  for  him, 
Forgets  his  ills 
Whene’er  he  fills 
His  corncob  with  Toback! 

CHORUS;-  Toback, back,  bade,  etc. 

10. 

The  polished  Frenchman,  fashion’s  pet, 
Will  onlyvrisk  a cigarette; 

He  knows  it  is 
A serious  biz 

For  him  to  smoke  Tobacki 
CHORUS;-  Toback,baok,  back,  etc. 

11. 

The  labouring  son  of  Erin’s  Isle, ; 

Looks  from  his  drain  with  broadening  smile; 
The  brief  dhudeen 
His  lips  between, 

Is  filled  with  rank  Tobacki 
CHORUS:-  Toback,  back,  back,  etc. 


13- 

So  comrades,  all  the  world  around 
The  good  old  weed  is  ever  found; 
So  let  us  pass 
The  jovial  glass, 

And  bum  our  good  Toback! 
CHORUS:-  Tobaok,  back,  baok,  etc. 


who’s  the  best  MAH  IN  THIS  TOWN? 

Tune^'Boniiie  Laddie,  Hiebland  Laddie!’ 


"Who’s  the  best  man  in  this  town?T,-Y,  - J,  - is  T, -Y,  - J,  - is  Who’s  the  best  man 


in  this  town?  T,  - y,  - J,  -is  T,  - Y,  - J,  - is  some  boys  our- selvBsWe’reBome 


"^liVe  some But  the  best  roan  in  this  town  is  T,-Y,-J,-iB  T,-y;  - J,- sir. 


To  the  North  I 


ifia 


Word*  by  JOHM  D,  SFncl  Music  by  JM.  Edhuiid  Jo»ra 
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TO  THE  NORTH, 


MjjH— ^ 

# 

J 

• -r  ^ 1#  ' ' T 

% 1 

North,  where  the  pine  trees  grow. 

Then  it's 

ho ! for  the  gleaming 

' a J flj-r— 

~^- F-. 

It*  H 

«•■ 

i 

Lj-J^  ^ 

— y -{- :r-j 

paddle;  And  it's 

^ J 

ho!  for  the 

line  and 

rod,  And  the 

— p 

1 f'y  — -f — 

Yo  ho! 

Yo  ho 

1 

T;  ' 

1 ' r 

— 1 — F N ^ ~ 

idb=-|— r- 

-J - 

=^-F 

rushing  fall,  and  the  pine  trees  tall,  And  the 

T L.  1 

wa  • ters  bright 

— • — F 

and 

TO  THE  NORTH. 


Ift4 


1B5 


TO  THE  NORTH. 


To  I rittcr  in  luxurious  ease 

His  vigorous  manhood's  early  powers  ? 
To  the  North  I to  the  North  we  go ! 

To  the  North,  where  the  fresh  winds  blow. 


To  drink  again  the  milk  of  life,- 
To  feel  himself  a child  again  ? 

To  the  North  I to  the  North  we  gol 
To  the  North,  from  the  debts  we  owe. 


3.  Who  longs  for  dainties  rich  and  rare, 

For  cooHiig  wines  and  liqueurs  hot,  — 
That  once  has  known  the  sampler  fare 
That  filU  the  camper's  generous  pot? 
To  the  North  I to  the  North  we  go  I 
To  the  Nortbt  where  the  black  bass  grow. 


5.  Let  others  sail  the  sluggish  streams 
Tnac  murmur  throug/t  the  quiet  night 
Give  us  the  glorious  sun,  that  gleams 
On  curving  green aud  foaming  whitel 
To  the  NorthI  to  the  North  we  gol 
To  the  North,  where  the  torrents  flow. 


6.  So,  till  with  age  our  spirits  flag, 

And  hearts  beat  fainter,  year  by  year. 
The  North  shall  fling  from  crag  to  crag 
The  echo  of  our  boisterous  cheer. 


To  the  North!  to  the  North  we  go ! 
To  the  North,  to  the  North,  Yo  hoi 


T»mp»  mar»iai«. 


GLORY  AND  LOVE  TO  THE  MEN  OF  OLD. 

THE  CELEBRATED  CHORUS  OF  SOLOIERS  IN  "FAUST.” 


ift7 


QLO&Y  AMD  LOVE  TO  THE  MEM  OF  OLD. 


boast  fad  WM  trae, 


as  coward  might  do  wfaen  pe  • . 


ril  is  past?. 
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ttLOBT  AMD  LOVE  TO  THE  HEM  OF  OLD. 


t/  1 ^9  '( 

— - 

■M+f 

p-  i»  JJ  * ,.-y  kl.'  ..- 

or  ready  to  fight 

- p.\rT34-gT^^ 

'' 

174 


SAILING  ACROSS  THE  SEA. 
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iiiAiLIKO  -ACB088  THE  SEA. 


CBOBU8. 


4 
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THE  TROOPER. 


Translated  from  the  German  by  JOHN  D.  SPENCE  *89. 


■w:  LYRA. 


A Becond...quiok!  To  PVeedom  now 
My  love,  my  life,  my  sword  I vow, 

On  this  stroag*  arm  relying'. 

What  claims  the  rest?  The  dregs  to  thee 
I drain  O Empire  grand  and  fi'ee, 
Ere  dying*,  ere  dying-1 


My  sweetheart! but  the  glass  is  dry... 

The  swords  are  out^.the  bullets  flyJ 
No  time  for  love  or  sighing-. 

Up!  Like  a whirlwind  on  the  foel 
Oh,  soldier  joy!  at  da-tra  to  go 
To  dying,  to  dying! 
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FAllEWELU 


tVutUtlon  by  J . DAVIDSON.  AnOatU*. 


:■  4 i 


.i 


Ji 


Solo. 


DIGGY-DADDY,  HEAR  HIM  WEEP. 


BOlo. 


1.  Take  me  back  to  the  days  when  the  old  red  ora  - die  rooked, In  the 
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3.  By  its  side  father  paused,  with  a little  time  to  spare, 

And  the  care  lines  would  soften  on  his  brow- 
Ah!  »twa8  but  a little  ^udiile  that  I knew  a father^  care, 

But  I ikn<^  in  my  dreams  I see  him  now. 

And  if  e^jr  there  came  a day  when  my  cheeks  vs'ere  flushed  and  hot, 
When  I did  not  mind  my  porridge  or  my  play, 

I would  clamber  up  its  side,  and  the  pain  would  be  forget,. 

When  the  old  red  cradle  rooked  away. 

B.  Ayl  it  oradled  one  and  all,  brothers,  sisters  in  it  lay 
And  it  gave  me  the  sweetest,  rest  I’ve  known; 

But  tousight  the  tears  will  flow,  and  I let  them  have  their  way, 
fbr  the  passing  years  are  leaving  me  alone. 

By  my  mo&er  it  wae  rooked  ^en  the  evening*  meal  was  laid, 

And  Bg;ain  I seem  to  see  her  as  she  smiled; 

When  the  rest  were  aJl  in  bod, ’twas  then  she  knelt  and  pr^ed, 

By  tiie.old  rod  cradle  and  her  child. 

4.  But  the  oradle  long*  has  gone,  and  the  burdens  that  it  bore  • 

One  by  .one  have  been,  g'atherod  to  the  fold; 

But  the'  flock  is  incomplete  for  it  numbers  only  four. 

With  a dear  one  now  left  straying*  in  the  cold.. 

Heaven  grant  ag'ain  wo  may  in  each  others.  arms  ,be  looked, 

Where  no  bitter  tears  of  parting^Aver.  feil, 

Qod  forbid  that  one  be  lost,  that  the  old  red_craidlfl.?5y)ked, 
fbr  that  dear  old  cradle  pocked  us  all. 


The  Old  Bed  Cradle.S 
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THE  TRAIL  OF  MY  LITTLE  CANOE 


Words  by 

ARTHUR  GUTTERMAN 


Music  by 

JAS.  EDMUND  JONES,’ 


grleam. 
clear 


Ferns 


are  the  w-ays 
der  the  arch 
grow  thick 
of  the  birch, 


of  the 

\ng 

on  the 


win  - dy  lakes 
hem  - lock  boughs 
mos  . sy  banks 
gray  of  the  ash 


f 
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Th«  Tmil  Of  My  Little  Canoe. 2 
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Words  by  KEYOTON 


Solp 


MY  HOMES  ON  THE  BOUNDLESS  SEA 


^Spirited 


Music  by  CHARLES  PRATT 
Arr.  by  Theo.  Martens. 


1.  O - ver 

2.  Tlie  land  has 

3.  From  trou  - ble 

T 


plea  - sure  for 
care  I’ll 


!rreet.iny  the  moon’s  first  ray,  I plunyo  ttoJ  thepnth-less  Woe, 

here’s  a health  to  old  Mends,  May  their  hearts  be  ev  • er  true; 
rahlhur-rahl  for  the  sea.  Proud-ly  then  fU  pace  my  deok: 


yeo  ho!  yeo  ho!  yeo  hoi  jreo 


yeo  ho!  yeo  ho  I yeo  ho!  yeo 
yeo  ho  I 


) r ^ r F f F r cr'r  ? ' r it  i*^ 

N,  B.  The  aocompamment  to  be  suns- %btly  and  softly  throughout,  ^ ^ K I K 
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CHORUS  - a tempo 


18B 


CANOTBALEB. 

B.  A.  GOULD,  Jr.  j,  ^ TAYLOE. 


ler 


So  he  did. 


2.  Now  there  came  to  this  island  from  over  the  .main 

A laudable  missioiiaree, 

His  weigiit.  was  three  hundred. and  forty-three,  pounds, 
And  hie  paunch  and  jowls  and  his  tonsure  were  round, 
And  he  left  a mark  where  he  sat  on  the  ground. 

'Twas  a curious  eight  to  see. 

Ibr  he  left  a mark  on  the  groimd  where,  he  sat, 

Just  t\TO  and  a half  feet  by  three. 

3.  Now  the  moral  of  the  souff  that  trying  to  sing 

You  soon  will  be  able  to  see, 

Rir  the  Christian  proved  docile  and  .teachable  quite, 

He  learned  of  the  heathen  the  thing"  that  was  right, 

And  one  Sunday  morning  before  it  was  light, 

He  ate  up  the  oannibalee. 

And  one  Sunday  morning  before  it  was  light, 

He  ate  up  the  oannibalee. 


Cannibalee.2 
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THE  WATERipLOR 


Arr.  by  T.  MAETBNS. 


A smil  - in’  thro'  da  fence?  How  I wisti  dat  wa  - ter  uiel-on  it  was 

ap.ples  Your  peach  - es  and  jour  pears,  And  jour ’Bim-mone  hang-in’  on  de 'sim-njon 

^ess  aen  it  will  taate  most  aw*f\il 

^ - r f 
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Oh!  de  ham-bODa  am  sw’»et,  And  de  ba  - con  am  . good,  And  de 


'poS'Sum  fat  am  ber-y,  her  - y fine  But  gib  /ne,  jos 


, gib  me,  Oh,  how  I wnsh  you  would,  Dat  \va-t«r  mel  * cn  smil-in^  on  de  vine. 


■■giwgHai 
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ALL’S  WELL. 


!91 


he’s  a good  old  soul. 


Arr.from  air  of  “Turkey  in  the  Straw." 


THE  TIME  HAS  COME. 

Verses  mcvy  be  improvised  for  the  twne  of^^The  Boots,”  Fage  37.  Robert  Tyson  qflbronto, 
the  veteran  canoeist  and- sport,  contributes  the  follovoing:- 


1. 

The  meeting  time  has  come, 

The  men  eit  round  the  table 
The  Chairman  takes  his  seat, 

Keepa-order  if  he's  able. 
Hurrah,  hurrah,  the  meeting  time  has  come, 
Order,  order,  tra  la  la  la-eto. 

The  meeting  time  has  come. 

I bear  the  knock,  the  knock,  the  knock. 

The  thunderous  knock  of  “the  chair," 

Fra  Oiavolo,  the  Chairman  etc. 

“Order  if  you  please." 

2. 

The  smoking  lime  has  come,- 

Its  peaceful  moments  bringing, 
^e’ll  light  tile  briar  pipe, 

And  listen  to  the  singing, 
Hurrah,  hurrah,  the  smoking  time  has  come. 
Smoking  smoking,  tra  la  la  la  etc. 

The  smoking  time  has  come. 

I smell  the  pipe,  the  pipe, 

Tbe'pipe,  the  p-p-p-p-p-p-pipe 
5Va  X)iavolo  the  briar  pipe, 

Canoemen  all  do  smoke. 


3. 

The  sailing  time  has,  come, 

A pleasant  .winH'  is  blowing, 
With  canvas  hoisted-fUll, 

Like  stately  ships. we’re  going 
Hurrah, .hurrah,  the  sailing  time  has  come, 
Sailing,  sailing,  tra  la  la  la  etc- 
The  sailing  time  has  ceme. 

I feel  the  breeze,  the  breeze,  the  breeze, 
The  squally  old  northerly  breeze, 

Fra  Diavolo,  the  squally  breeze, 

Coming  from  &e  north. 

4. 

The  paddling  time  has  oome, 

The  .peaoet^il.  Bay  Is  shining 
While  robed  in  gorgeous  clouds, 

The  Western  sun’s  declining, 

Hurrah,  buriah,th6  paddling  time  has  come. 
Faddling,  paddling,  tra  la  la  la  etc. 

The  paddling  time  has  come. 

I hear  the  puff,  the  puff, 

The  p-p'p-p-puff 
Fra  Diavolo  the  ferry  boat, 

Puffing  down  the  Bay. 
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I CAUNOT  HELP  WaNiaNG  MY  EYE. 

Words  & Music  by  G.  W!'B.  PIBIjI?-, 


vice;  But 
wif®  Of  & 
be;  Yet  w 

still  I ha^'s  kept  on  a-w 
3urse  I’ll  a-g^e  with  her 
len-e'er  I was  good  at  my 

ink-ing-,  I’ll  \ 
state-mente,  And 
les-Bone  She’d 

vink,I’nj  a.fraid,till  I die.  They, 

make  some  be-com-ing  re  - ply;  But^  I 

lov-ing"ly  pet  me  and  sigh;  Then 

cure  the  sad  vise  i'll  try,  Yes,  I’ll  cure  it;  But  at  pre  - sent  you’ll 


4.  Now  Betsy  the  cook  in  our  kitchen 
Is. as  buxom  and  fair  eis  a rose; 

She  says  that  ail  men  are  a nuisance 
And  that  she  could  bite  off  their  nose. 


fir  eye,  v.-ith  nr\y  ej-e. 
Yet  one  day  when  I dropped  in  thp  kitchen 
She  was  kissing  a chap,  on  the  sly 
She  migiit  have  been  biting  ,^ls  nose  off 
Yet  I couldn^  help  winking"  my  eye. 

Yes,  I know  etc. 


WHEN  JOHNNY  COMES  MARCHING  HOME 

By  Zaouis  L&mbe>rt 

Same  tune  as  “The  Three  Crows,”  (Page  81) 


1.  When  Johnny  comes  marching 
home  again, 

(Cho.)  Hurrah,  hurrah! 

We'll  give  him  a hearty  welcome 
then, 

(Cho.)  Hurrah,  hurrah! 

The  men  will  cheer,  the  boys  will 
shout, 

The  ladies,  they  will  all  turn  out, 
(Cho.)  And  we'll  all  feel  gay, 

When  Johnny  comes  marching 
home. 


2.  The  old  church  bell  will  peal  with 

joy, 

To  welcome  home  our  darling  boy ; 
The  village  lads  and  lassies  say 
With  roses  they  will  strew  the  way. 

3.  Get  ready  for  the  jubilee; 

We’ll  give  the  hero  three  times 
three. 

The  laurel  wreath  is  ready  now 
To  place  upon  his  loyal  brow. 

4.  Let  love  and  friendship  on  that  day 
Their  choicest  treasures  then  dis- 
play, 

And  let  each  <mi€  perform  his  part. 
To  fill  with  joy  the  warrior's  heart. 


(Tv/iceJ 
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FAST  AND  FAR.: 


Words  by  JOHN  D.  SPENCE.  ’89 

Moderaio  In  paddling  time. 


A CANOEING  SONG 

Mueio  by  JAS.  EDMUND  JONES.  88 


1»5 
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OVER  THE  -BAHISTER. 


1-  O-ver  the  . ban  - is  - t«r  leans  a face,  Ten-der  - ly  sweet  and  be  • 

_2.J«o.bod.--y,  on.- ly  .those  eyes  of  brown,  Ibn-der  and  full  of  mean— 

3._Holds  _her  lin-gers  and  draws  her  down,  Sud-den-iy  grow  - ing  bold 


Male  Voices 

Aocomp.  ad 

i J J 

lib.  la,  la, 

etc. 

r ^7  T 

I r:- Tu'r 
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'WAY  UP  ON  THE  MOUNTAIN- TOP -TIP- TOP 


a.  Little  Jaoky  Horner, 

A-oitting  in  a oomer, 

Sating  a Christmas  pie ; 

He  stook  in  his  thamb, 

And  polled  oat  a plnm, 

And  said, What  a big  boy  ant  X 1" 
OitorKf.^Let  os  all.  eto. 


S.  Old  Mother  Enbbard. 

She  went  to  the  caphoard. 

To  get  her  poor  dog  a bone) 
Bnt  when  she  got  there. 

The  eapboerd  was  bare, 

And  BO  the  poor  doggy  had  none 
Let  na  sU,  eto. 


TBABBLING  DOWN  DB  BIBBER. 

Words  by  WILLIAM  PEDLAR  & JEBRY  BRITTON.  Air  air.  trom^Rdul  the  wood-pile  downi 
Solo_^ j Chprits  , . I Solo 


,1.  De  sun  am  sbLn  • inp  nine-  ty-  ninej  Trab-blin^  down  de  rib  - ber;  We'se 

2.  D©  sun  am  sink  - ing,  sink-ing  lowj  Trab-bling'  slow  • ly  home-ward^  I 

3.  De  smoke  am  ris  - in’  in  de  air;  . Keep  your  eye  on  de  fish  - line;  I 


gwine 

to 

stop 

right 

here  and 

dine; 

Trab  - bling 

down  de 

tink 

we 

will 

no 

farth-er 

go; 

Trab  - bling 

slow  - ty 

home  - ward; 

guess 

we 

aiift 

no 

time  to 

spare; 

Keep  your 

eye  onde 

fish  . line; 

Do 

Chorus  . 

Solo 

aint  no  use  to  arg  * u - fy; 

Hark  I hear  de  ra  • pids  roar; 

moon  am  ris  - ing  on  de  bill; 


Ti’ab-  blinJT  down  de  rib  - ber;  Dese 

Trab  - bling  slow  - ty  home  - ward;  We’ll 

Keep  your  eye  onde  fish  - line;  Just 


nigs  has  got  to 
pitch  de  bents  and 
sit  a - round  and 


eat  or  die, 
work  no  more, 
take  your  fill; 


Trab-  bling  down  de 
Trab  - bling  slow  - ly 
Keep  your  eye  on  de 


rib  - ber. 
home  - ward, 
fish  - line. 


Good-bye,  Good-bye,  Fare-well  to  the  old  camp  ground!  When  the  mom-ing mists  have 

^ ^ For  Cho.  to  last  v 


cleared  a-Vay  We’ll  haul  the  can-vae  down. 


Haul  the  canvas,  Haul  the  canvas  down. 


4. 

De  coffee’s  bilin’  in  de  pot; 

Make  dat  coffee  blacker! 

De  taters  steaming  mighty  hot: 

Make  dat  coffee  blaokerl 
De  fish  am  frying  in  de  pan; 

Make  dat.  coffee  blaokeri 
Ohl  aint  it  time  dls  meal  began; 
Make  dat  coffee  blacker! 


b. 

Fill  up  your  dish  with  onions  fried; 

Peel  dem  taters  thinner  1 * 

Stow  dem  away  in  your  inside; 

Peel  dem  taters  thinner! 

Ohl  take  a speckled  trout  or  two; 

Peel  dem  taters  thinner! 

Bar’ll  be  none  left  when  we  get  through; 
Peel  dem  taters  thinnerl 


6.  . 

De  owls  done  singing  on  de  twig; 

Haul  dat  packstrap  tighterl 
De  tadpoles  gettin’ mighty  big; 

Haul  dat  packstrap  tighter! 

De  boat  am  waitin’  on  de  shore; 

Haul  dat  packstrap  tighter! 

You’ll  nebber  see  dese  nigs  no  more; 
Haul  dat  packstrap  tighterl 
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WERE  OUT  ON  A TEAR. 
Camping  Song. 


Words  by  OEPHY  -BRirrON. 

& R'/maiT  'rvfinv 


Were  out  on  a tear  to  yet  fresh  air;  And  keep  our  liv  - ers  hea'lthT- 

We  range  the  woods  in  search  of  ^fame,  But  lit  - tie  do  we  find'  ’ 

JNow  you  who  dress  in  fine  ar  - ray,  And  board  at  big  ho  ’ 


We 
The 
tele,  Who 


^se  ere  break-  fast  ev  - Vy  mom,  To  make  us  wise  and  wealth-y;  We 

Li,  up  bi6  ear,  And  leaves  us  far  be  - hind.  And 

ev  - |ry  day,  And  pose  as  howl  - ing  swells:  Who 


dine  off  chi 


^ar  old  clothes  and  know  no  woes  Of  irk  - some  crv  - il  - i - za  - tion*  We 

when  we  meet  a hab  - i . tant,  He  esks  us  “who’s  your  hat  - ter’’;  We 

ne  . ver  have  an  ap  - pe-  tite  That’s  not  pro  . duced  by  bit  - ters;  Just 


car  -17  a grease  spot  on  our  pants  As  a mark  of  e-man  - ci  - pa  - tion. 

wash  our  dish  - es  in  the  sand;  WeVe  tough,  but  that’s  no  mat  • ter! 

gaze  on  us  and  gnash  your  teeth.  You  mis  - er  - a - ble  erit  . ters! 


m 


m 


^ ■i. 


m 


Then  shake,  old  pard,  our  palms  are  hard,  Our  hands  and  fao  - es  brown;  We 


don’t  look  gay  In  our  camp  ar  - ray,  But  we’re  dudes  when  weVe  In  town. 


We  are  indebted  to  Mr.  Jerry  Britton  and  Mr.  Robert  Tyson  for  the 
characteristic  and  breezy  camp  songs  "We’re  Out  On  a Tear"  and  “Trab- 
bling  Down  de  Ribber."  Mr.  Biitton  sent  the  songs  on  request  with  the 
following  delightful  letter: — 

“I  am  delighted  to  hear  this  echo  from  my  old  friend  Robert  Tyson,  from 
"whom  I have  not  heard  for  many  moons.  It  pleases  me  to  know  lie'  can  still 
"find  time  and  pleasure  for  and  in  the  old  camp  doggerel.  It  takes  me  back  to 
“many  a camp  and  portage — goes  with  me  through  many  a rapid.  The  sun  sets 
"to  it  and  the  flicker  of  the  dying  camp-fire  and  the  cry  of  the  loon  luterrupt  its 
“rhytthm  when  I wake  In  the  night. 

"Not  having  a very  seductive  voice  myself,  I never  venture  to  soar  on  the 
“winge  of  my  own  noise,  but  I'm  glad  someone  can  take  some  pleaeuro  out  of  the 
"sublime  sentiments  of  our  old  camp  songs.  Now  I feel  that  T^on  has  given 
"me  credit  beyond  my  due,  for  that  "Trabbllng"  song  was  a joint  production  of  an 
"old  friend  and  myself,  "Billy”  Pedlar — am  old  lAndsey  boy,  now  in  Vancouver, 
"B.C. — prince  of  humorists — and  whatever  fiune  that  song  brings  should  go 
“mainly  to  biim  Since  the  "Shake,  Old  Pard”  was  hatched  it  has  undergone  some 
"ohanges  which  improve  it — lift  Its  moral  tone,  so  to  speak — so  that  Tyson  may 
"claim  the  undying  glory  of  having  oollaborated  with  the  distinguished  author. 

"I  notice  in  the  chorus  of  "Shake,  Old  Pard”  provision  la  made  for  only  one 
"face"  ("Our  face  and  hande  are  brown"}.-  It  seems  to  me  that  everybody’s  phiz 
"ought  to  be  included  lest  there  be  objeotiona— at  meal  times, 

“I  bK^e  that  sonwtfmi©  we  may  foregaither — preferably  around  a camp-fire — 
“whille  the  coffee  'gets  hotter  and  blacker. 

"Very  sincerely  youra, 

• JERRY  B.tlTTON." 


201 


ASrO,  AMA8,  I LOVE  A LAflB. 


2.  Wbat  wretch  is  he  who  wife  forsakes 
Who  best  of  Jam  and  waffles  makes. 

3.  He  feels  hds  cash  to  know  bis  peoioe 
And  fiiuds  he  has  but  Just  six  cents. 

• 4.  He  finds  at  last  a right  cheap  place, 

And  entere  in  with  modest  face. 

5.  The  bill-of-fare  he  searches  through. 

To  see  whet  his  six  oeorts  will  do. 

6.  The  cheapest  viand  of  them  aJl 

Is  “Twelve  and  a half  cents  for  two  Flsh- 
baU." 

7.  The  '^Iter  he  to  him  doth  call, 

And  gently  whispers,  "One  Pish-balL" 


8.  The  waiter  roars  It  through  the  ball: 

The  guests  they  start  at  "One  Pieh-ball.’' 

9.  The  gucet  then  says,  quite  111  at  ease, 

“A  piece  of  bread,  sir,  if  you  please,” 

10.  The  waiter  roars  It  Uiroogh  the  hall, 

“We  don't  give  bread  with  one  Pish-hall" 

MORAL 

11.  Who  would  have  bread  with  hie  B^h=ball 
Must  get  it  first  or  not  at  all. 

12.  Who  would  Flsh-'balls  with  fixln's  eat, 
Muat  get  some  friand  to  stand  thq  treat 
(Each  siansa  io  r^eated  aa  a chonis). 
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OLD  POLKS  AT  HOME. 


Dere’s  whew  my  heart  is  tarn  - log  ob  - her.  Dew's  whew  de  old  folks  stay. 

Den  ma  - ny  hap  - py  day  I sqaao-dered.  Ma  - 

Still  sad  - ly  to  my 


1 - 'ry  rash 


ny  de  songs  I 
ter  where  I 


Still  long  - ing  for  de  old  plant  - a * tion,  And  for  de  old  folks  at  home. 
Ob ! take  me  to  my  kind  old  mod  • der.  Dere  lei  ma  lib  and  die. 

When  shall  I bear  de  ban  • jo  throm-ming,  Down  la  my  good  old  home  f 


dar  - keys»  bow  my  heart  grows  wear  • y, 


*ar  from  the  old  folks  at  home. 


Oal  Sksno  At  fmt. 
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THE  LORELEY. 

fctSlNB,  J9a». 


I.  4.bOTe  the  maiden  sitteth, 

A wondroae  form  sad  fair ; 
With  jewels  bright  she  plaiteth 
Her  shiniag  golden  hair.: 
With  comb  of  sold  prepares  it, 
The  task  wi^  song  begailed  ; 
A fitfni  harden  bears  it — 

That  melody  so  wild. 


A The  boatman  on  the  river, 

Liste  to  the  song,  spell'^andt 
Ohl  what  shall  him  deliver 
^Frora  danger  threat’ning  ’ronndt 
The  waters  deep  have  oanght  them, 
Both  boat  and  boatman  brave  ; 

' lx)reloy’e  song  hath  brought  them 
Beneath  the  foaming  wave. 
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THE  COLORED  POEB  HUNDRED. 

Words  by  B.  a.^WHEELER.  j.  ^ WHEELER. 


206 


^7 


— Ilf 

bells, 

None 

can  beat 

the  TOemrbers 

of  the  coLoteifour.hun 

dred 

bells  aad  dar-key  bells, 

And 

none 

can  beat  the 

col-ored  four  hun 

dred. 

bellH_aad  dar-key  bells, 

And 

none 

can  beat  the 

coL-ored  four,  col-ored  fbur'hun-dred. 

308 
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IF  I ONLY  HAD  A CHECK  FROM  HOME. 
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on-ly  had  a cheek  from  home!  (tlie  dear  old  home.)  I’d  treat 
on  - ly  had  a cheek  from  Dad!  (from  dear  old  Dad!)  I’d  treat 


- ery  one  I know 
* ery  one  I know 


THE  SONG  MY  PADDLE  SINGS. 
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trong',0  pad'dle,  Be  h 
aced  the  ra-pids, We’re 

iavB,caii-oe,  The 
far  a-head,  The 

reck  - less  wuves  jxiu  must 
riv  - er  slips  thro*  its 

plunge  in-toj 
si- lent  bed; 

■J*  • -fr  * • 

r _ 

♦ / ■•L-^ 

1 — ^ 1 ( 1 1 1 . 1 _ 15 j 

Heel,.  reel  on  your  trem-bling- keel,  But 
Sway,  6way  as  the  bub -bles  spray,  And 

0^  y — r— t — ' y 

nev-ei’  a feai’  iny 
fall  in  tink  - liiig^ 

9 • 9 

craft  will  feel.We\'e 

tunes  a-w«v.j 

'f'  . PI  ■ [ 

Ir  - 3j-Lu 

\,-i^  ^ 

1 ■ r ^ 

b>#d^yL  f 

f 

Jr 

MY  OLD  KENTUCKY  HOME. 
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WHEN  YOU  AM)  I WEBE  YOUNG. 

Words  by  GEORGE  W.  JOHNSON.  Music  by  J,  A.  BUTTERFIELD 
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J 


ff.  B p n \ r-  ' ■ - . 

tn 

ais 

of 

life 

near  - 

ly 

done; 

AIR.  ' 

Let  us 

tri 

als 

of 

life 

near  • 

ly 

done; 

Let  us 

1 p ' 

y K T p ' 

r p r p 

I 
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Canoe  Song. 


2S3 


CANOE  SONG. 
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The  British  Grenadiers 


J6th  Century 

Arranged  by  Hans  Drbssbl. 


l^C*tor  snd  IjT  • snn  » H#»r  An/1  eii/*K  0s 

5^. 


Of  H€c-tor  and  Ly  - san-der,  And  such  great  n^es  es^ 

‘ I 


Whene’er  we  are  commanded, 
To  storm  the  palisades, 

Our  leaders  march  with  fuse^ 
And  we  with  hand-grenades; 
We  throw  them  from  the  glacis, ' 
About  the  enemies'  ears, 

Sing  tow  row  row  row  row  row. 
The  British  Grenadiers. 


Then  let  us  fill  a bumper, 

And  drink  a health  to' those 
Who  carry  caps  and  pouches. 
And  wear  the  Ipuped  clothes ; 
May  they  and  their  commanders 
Live  happy  all  their  years, 
With  a tow  row  row  row  row  row 
For  the  British  Grenadiers. 


The  Blue  Bells  of  Scotland. 


Arranged  by  Hans  Dasssst. 


%-^-J 

njble^eds  ^are  done.  And  it’s  oh  in  my  heart  J..  wish  him  s'^fe  a,  hLe 

k 

at 

■■ — — is — jS 

p t .11 

Oh  1 what,  tell  me  what  does  your  Highland 
laddie  wear  ? 

Oh  1 what,  tell  me  what  does  your  Highland 
laddie  wear? 

A bonnet  with  a lofty  plume,  and'  on  his 
breast  a plaid. 

And  it’s  oh  ! in  my  heart  I lo’e  roy  Highland 
lad.  A bonnet  with  a lofty  plume,  t(e. 
Oh  I wliJt.  tell  me  what  if  your  Highland  lad  be  slain  ? 

Oh  I what,  tell  me  what  if  your  Highland  lad  lie  slain  ? 

, Oh,  no  1 true  love  will  be  his  guard  and  bring  him  safe  again. 

For  Its  a oh  I ray  heart  would  break  if  my  Highland  lad  were  alain. 

Oh.  no  1 true  ipire  will  be  his  guard,  etc 


— jruur  nigniana 

laddie  dwell  ? 

Oh,l  where  tell  me  where  did  your  Highland 
laddie  dwell  ? 

He  dwelt  in  bonnie  Scotland,  where  blooms 
the  sweet  blue  bell. 

And  its  ohi  in  rny  heart  I lo’e  my  laddie  well. 
He  dwelt  in  bonnie  Scotland,  etc. 


Loch  Lomond. 
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Rather  tloui  ami  vith  feeling. 


Traditional  Scotch  Melody. 
Arranged  by  W.  E.  P. 


^ r TTrTTrT  T r f ^ 

I.  By  yon  bon -me  banks,  and  by  yon  bon  • nie  braes.  Where  the 

7.  ’Twas  there  that  we  part  - ed  in  yon  shad  - y g!en,  On  the 
3.  The  wee  bird  -ies  sing  and  the  wild  flow  - ers  spring,  And  in 


sun  shines  bright  on  Loch  Lo  - mon*,  AVhere  ine  and  roy  true  love  Wefc 

steep,  steep  side  o*  Ben  Lo  - mon',  Where  in  pur  - pie  hue  The 

sun-shine  the  wa-ters  are  sleep  - ing,  But  the  brok-en  heart  it  kens  Nae 


ev  - er  wont  to  gae.  On  the  bon  - nie,  bon  - nie  banks  of  Loch  Lo-mon’. 

Hie-land  hills  we  view,  And  the  moon,  com -ing  out  in  the  gloam-ing. 

sec^-ond  spring  a - gain,  Tho*  the  waefu'  may cease  frae  their  ' greet-ing. 

^ J:  j'  ^ ^ s , j j'  j 


r t ^ t "r  z t 

Ohl  yell  tak’  the  high  - road  and 


^ I u ^ 

ril  tak’  the  low  - road,  And 


111  be  in  Scot -land  a • fore  ye.  But 

J / / J J-  ! 


I > V 

me  and  my  true  love  will 

J. 


VESPER  HYMN  JAS.  EDMUND^JONES 


r r ^ r r 

On  the  wings  of  light  de  - clin  - mg, 

Let  Thy  light,  which  fail  - eth  ne  - ver. 
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Shades  of  Evening. 


Tis  the  hour  when  happy  faces 
Smile  around  ihe  taper's  light 
Who  will  fill  our  vacant  places? 

Who  will  sing  our  songs  to-night? 
Thro’  the  mist  that  floats  above  us, 
Faintly  sounds  the  vesper  bell, 
Like  a voice  from  those  who  love  us, 
Breathing  fondly — fare-chee-well ! 


When  the  waves  around  us  breaking, 
As  I pace  the  deck  alone, 

And  my  eye  in  vain  is  seeking 
Some  green  leaf  to  rest  upon ; 

What  would  I not  give  to  wander 
Where  my  old  companions  dwell 
Absence  makes  the  heart  grow  fonder. 
Isle  of  beauty,  fare-thee-well. 
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HARK!  HARK!  THE  LARK. 


Harmonized  for  Male  Voices  by  W.  B.  P 


lit  it  2nd  Tenor 


Viv-ue 


irSf  ii*  ^ ft  1 — ? — — f — ^ 1 J B 

1 I lofe,  0 I love  a good  laugh,  ha!  ha!  For 

• So  I love,  So  I love  a good  lau^h,  ha!  hal  For 

let  ai  2nd  Base  ^ 

> '‘"'ll  r 

P-.g  r g p.  ^.p4 

a wotf*der-ful  thing  is  a 
a won  der-ful  cure  is  a 

r" 

rf* — — jO'*"  ji  J>| — 1 r ® n ti  ».  1 i 

laugh,  ha ! hal  Why  its  bet  ter  than  all  the 
laugh,  hal  hal  Why  there’s  laughter  in  ev'-ry 

tears, 

thing, 

• 

That  a 

In  the 

~'f  f r r f' 

bo-dy  could  shed  for 
ri'vers,  and  birds  that 

Si'.  ~ -£—  _ g f r F' — g-J  Ji  a *4: 

g r “ ' ^ 

b 'i  ' 

1 V l^'l — 

235 


A JOLLY  GOOD  LAUGH. 
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If  the  Waters  Could  Speak. 


Words  and  music  hj  CHAftus  GraHAII, 
Arranged  for  mixed  voices  E.  F. 


If  wa  - ters  could  speak  iS  tlTey  flow  a - long,  To  the 

f.  If  the  wa  - ters  could  speak  as  tney  flow  a • long,  Of 


free Tales  of  ma  • ny  a shat  - ter^d  Hfe,  And 

blast Un-writ'ten  lore  of  love  and  war, 'Hiatibe 


free Tales  of  ma  • ny  a shat  - ter^d  life,  And 

blast Un-writ'ten  lore  of  love  and  war, 'Hiatibe 
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Weel  may  the  keel  row. 


BORDER  SONG 
arranged  ly  Hans  DnESSSta 


Ist.  Time  /'.Sad  Time  fnp 


fore-most  mong  the  mo-ny  keel  lads  o’ Coal -y  Tyne.  He’ll  sit  or  row  so 
right  frae  wrang  dis  ♦ cern  - ing,  Tho’  brave,  nac  bruiser  be.  Tho’  he  no  worth  a 
wears  a blue  bon-net  A dim-pie  in  his  chin;  And  weel  may  the 


tight -ly,  As  in  the  dance  so 
plack  is  His  ain  coat  on  his 
keel  row.  the  keel  row,  the 


light -Ty,  HeHl  cut  or  shu-ffle  s:ght4y,’tis 
back  is;  And  nane  can  say  that  black  is  The 
keel  row,  And  weel  may  the  keel  row,  the 


true  were  he  not  mine?  mine? 
white  o’Johnnie’s  e’e.  e’e.  Weel  may  the  keel  row,  the  keel  row,  the 

boat  that  my  lad’s  in.  in. 
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Believe  me,  if  all  those  endearing  young  charms. 


Andantino 

ApTingeJ  by  Hans  Drbssbl. 


dew-im-pearrd;But  now  it  wiih-ers 
ne-ver  rove;  Thou  art  my  on  - ly 


in  the  blast.  I 
guid-ingstar.  For 


Sweet  Genevieve. 


Andante  tno^trato. 
Tenor 

rfr-T.  r 


II.  Twckbr 

Arranged  by  Hans  Dressbi. 


Baritone  p 

O Gen  - e - vieve  J d give  the  world  to  live  a - gain  the  lovely  pastlTbe 
Fair  Gen-e-vieve.  My  ear -ly  love,  The  years  but  make  thee  deat-er  far ; My 
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see  tby  face  in 
me  the  past  has 


’ry  dream,  My  wak-ing  thoughts  are  full  of  thee; 
re  -gret  What  - e*et  the  years  may  bring  to  me^; 
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The  low  - backed  Car. 


TeDor  & Baritone 


Arraayed  by'MAl«s.DsssstU 


When  first  I saw  sweet  Peg-gy,  ’Twas  on 
bat-tle’s  wild  com-mo-tion 


A 

With 


low  ^cked  car  she  drove,  and  sat  Up.  on  a truss  of  hi^;  But  when  that  hay 
hos^  scythes,  de  • mands  his  tithes  Of  death  ro  war-like  cars ; While  Peg-gy,  peace-ful 


blooming  grass,  And  decked  with  flow’rs  of  spring  Noflow’r  was  there  that  could  compare  With  the 
g^  -d^s,  Has  darts  in  her  bright  eye.  That  knock  men  down  in  the  market  town.  As 


, bloom-ing  girl  I sing,  As  she  sat  in  the  low-backed  car.  The  man  at  the  turn  pike 
right  and  left  they  fly  White  sl^e  sits  in  the  low-backed  car,  Than  bat-ties  more  dang-erous 
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OLD  BLACK  JOE. 


hear  their  gen  - tie  vor  - ces  call  - ing 


B If  two  choruses  cannot  be  bad  then  the  Ist  Tenor  must  sing  the  u|>- 
per  notes  of  the  invisible  chorus  and  in  that  case  the  Snd  Tenor  sing 
the  upper  notes  of  the  original  chorus  and  all  sing  the  last  measure 
of  the  invisible  chorus. 


OLD  BLACK  JOE. 


24  ft 


yes  so  dear  held  on  my  knee  on 
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THE  PILOT.  NEW  YBABfS  DAT-ANt)  EVERYDAY. 


Words  by  JOHN  OXENHAM.  ★ 


Music  by  JAS.  EDMUND  JONES, 1915. 


★ By  permission,  from  'Bees  in  Amber” 
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i-^H — S h h h h ^ iK  1 1 ’ i t i --  k . k k — V- 

from  the  vast  un-chart-ed  waste  in 

front, 

J 1 

The 

jj  J)  d' 

mys-tio  cir-oles  leap  To  greet  our 

M r' 

...  1 j J 

n- 

^ 

2i9 


D.  S. 
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li,  .■  - ■■  - 1.  - _ h -v^ h,  1 K h-  i 1 1 1 1 I -A. 

we=5 

nr  T Ti  n *'ni7iT  * i«  j 

joj 

-ful-ly;  Ofm 

gh-ty  ser-vi 

c©  to  all  need-y 

ouls.  .5.So- 

So  for  the  Pi  - lot’s 

or  - derSfWhatc 

^ 4 

J.  " 

^ 

i-  i 

JJi 

^ p Ip  p pi 

wide  free  Hoas  of  UQ'im>ag'.ined  bliflK,  And  Trea-eurelnlea,  and  King-dcmstobe  won  And 


[ 1 1 J.  ^1  j n J. — 

^ i dj:  1: 

^ ^ i ^ 

s Itl  i:  g 

Ii  r riLfl 
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2f)2 


ENVOY. 


by  H.  STiJ.  EV,  ^ ^ EDUUNO  JOWW,  m 


0 Happy  Day, 


2f)3 


Words  by 
Aitbur  IL  Vivia& 


Cart  GOtze 

Arranged  by  Theodore  BIartehs. 

The 


day  ia  all  the  year, 
full  each  heart  so  warm. 


fair-est  day  io  all  the  year 
heart  so  full,  each  heart  so  warm 


two  went  stroll-ing 
Thy  bright  blue  eyes  be- 


through  the  com, 
lo7>ed  maid. 
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O HAPPY  DAY; 


My  heart the, 


2B6 


A CATASTROPHE. 

MALE  VOICES- 

Words  by  Chas.  M.  Sheldos.  H SPRAGUE. 

Allegro  vivace. 

ist  time  — f 


I 

1 

The  tack  sat  down  up  - on  its  head, 

flub  _i  ■ 1 — — m 1 0 — * — m 1 — 1 — fc — 4-=-i* 

The  tack  sat  down  up  • on  its  head, 

c i-r  rr=^T^  r r^-P 

The  tack  sat  down  up  - on  its  head. 

The 

^'l>  f!.LFF— * C ii-1 — 

* W-jT./l 
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2B9 


rit,  adoffio.  Fme. 


I on  - ly  meant  it  for  a 


joke.  ! failed  to  seethe  point  I the  point  I 
^ (The  Teacheb.) 


200 


OLD  VOICES. 


* tiM  pMt  fiOTor  oomM  tack; 


oar  (mciascre  buBttaideclahoctaof  things  that  W«T«/  _ 

— Pbof.  Q P-  VOSIWb 


Wsrta  by  W.  W.  CAMP»SLL,  ’85. 


ARTHUR  S.PISHB|L 


2fii 


OLD  voids. 


old.  old  touM  tbM  no  one  heara,  That  eteal  to  me  from  the  sad  old  years.  And 


OBOULICASOH. 
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Words  by 
JOHN.  OXENHAM 


Motherland,  Our  Motherland 

Music  by 

JAS.  EDMUND  JONES. 


Army  Corps,  is  used  liy  many  to  denote  the  peoples  of  the  Dominions  of  Australia, New  Zealand,  (South)  Africa 
and  Canada. 

Copyright  Canada  1917  by  Jas.  Edmund  Jones. 


268 


FAREWELL  TO  THE  FORESTi 


Amioffed  for  MaU  volett  ftom  UfiNDBUtOHN. 


1.  0 taiUe,  0 valee  of  plea  • sare,  O woods  with  vshhire  dressod,  Where  all  the  obarms  ol 
3.  In  sba  - dy  glen  re  • olin  • ing,  I trace  the  wrong  and  right ; The  beam  of  rea  • son 
ft.  And  I mast  soon  re-sign  ye,  For  scenes  of  toil  and  strife;  Abl  why  does  fate  oon* 

PJ  j I I , , , , , I I'  I I II 


When  far  from  yon  X 
The  book  I read  is 
Tfaoogh  called  from  yon  by 


I I I n i I 

lei  • Bare,  So  oft  have  calmed  my  breast,  When  far  from  yon 
shin  - ing,  Shows  vir  - tne  ev  • er  bright — The  book  I read 
sigit  me  To  play  the  farce  of  life  ? Thoagh  called  from  yoo 


I wan  • - der, 
is  Na  • ture’s, 
by  da  - - - ty, 


When  far  from  yba  f wander. 
The  book  I read  is  Natare's, 
Thongh  call'd  from  yoa  by  da  • ty 


'T I I 

Lioet  in  the  worldly  train.  My  heart  will  fond  - ly  pon  • - der,  And  sigh  for  yoa  a 
There  sim-ple  truths  ap  • pear,  And  thongh  she  change  her  fea  - - tores,  Her  dio  - tates  still  ara 
Still,  wbereso  - e'er  I stray,  The  spir  - it  of  year  bean  • • ty  Will  nev  - erfade  *• 

ipp  I , , , , , I j 


poo  - • 

- - der, 

My 

fea  - - 

- - tores, 

And 

bbao  - - 

- - ty, 

The 

PA — _ 

gain, 

My  heart  will  fond  - ly  pon  - der,  And  sigh 

for 

yoQ 

a 

• g»in. 

dear, 

And  thongh  she  change  her  fea  - tores,  Her  dio  - 

tatos 

still 

are 

clear. 

way, 

The  spir  • it  of  your  beau  • ty  Will  ne  - 

- ver 

fade 

a 

> way. 

heart  Will  fond  • ly  poa  . 
thoQ^  she  change  her  fea  • 
'Hr  • it  of  yonr  beaa 


der,'  for  yoo  a - gain. 

toTM,  die  • • • - • • tatee  still  are  clear, 

ty-  ae*«**>-Ter  fade  a • ws* 
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Red,  White  and  Blue. 

The  Army  and  Navy  for  ever. 


1.  0 Bri-tan-nia  thepride  of  the  0 - cean,  The  homo  of  the  brave  and  the 


S.When  war  hurl’d  itswide  de-so-  la-tion,  And  threatened  our  land  to  de- 


3.  The  wine,  cup,  thewine-cupbringhith-er,  And  fill,  fill  it  true  to  the 


p 
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(For  2^  Verse.)  Jj  ■ ^ J J J)  Jj  I 

p p r jv^orf 

With  her  flag  floating  proud -ly  be- 


borne 

boast 

cheers 

JUi 1 

by  the  ] 
of  the  ! 

for  the 

....wLLbL  /r  f CPU' 

led, White  and  Blue;  *•  Thy_  banners  make lyr-aji-ny_ 
led, White  and  Blue;  3.  The_  Ar-my  and  Naivyfor — 

Bin  >d  .d  ■ ,d 

4’i  4:44h  i= 

•gf  11 

P 

n- — H 

> 

-4- 

f 

i i s i s 

tremble,  When  borne 

fore  her,  The boast 

ev-  er!  Three  cheers 

p'  r f r 

by  the  Red,  White  and  Blue! 

of  the  Red,  White  and  Blue! 

for  the  Red,  White  and  Blue! 
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She  Just  Keeps  House  For  Me 

Song  and  Chorus  Music  by 


* Copyright  by  the  Author.  Used  by  permission. 
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Prize  College  Song  of  the  University  of  Toronto. 


“TORONTO” 

or 

The  Pride  of  the  North. 


ht-i  ,■  i J 

■ : -K  g ' g ^ 

ig3_* [I — =__s — j — 

Where  blooms  the  ma  - pie 
There  too,  her  sons  are 

High  o’er  the  old  grey 

^ K i K 7 ' h 7 

tree, 

seen; 

tower: 

L? Jli — JLe — r.. 

There  stands  Tor  - on  - to  the 
Each  mfCn  - ly  sport  has  a 
?orth  from  its  por-tals  have 

Ik*;  l 

H i i i 

J*  t) k-i( . k t| 

J 1 ^ 

j'  f 

1 J 1 - 

5 ^ 

T r i\r- 

Uft«d  bf  permiMion  of  WKaley>Royce  & Co. 
Owner#  of  Copyright. 
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REFRAIN.  With  dignity. 


277 


THE  STAR-SPANGLED  BANNER, 


Pi^ 


buwt-lBff  in  air,  Gave.,  proof  thro' the  night  ihat  our  ^ — 

reornin^a  first  boamiln  full  glo  - ry  re  • fleet  • ed,  nowshines  on  the  stream ; 'Tis  the  star^span-gled 
cause  it  Is  just,  And...  this  be  our  mot  > to,— “In  God  is  ourtrustl"  Andthe  star-span-gled 


was  still  there.  Oh!. . . say,  does  that 


star-epan-gled  ban  . ner  yet 
ban-ner,  Oh,  long  may  it 
ban<ner  In  tri  - Umpb  shall 


ware  O'er  the  land  of  the  free,  and  the  home  of  the  brare. 

wave  O'er  the  land  of  the  free,  and  the  home  of  the  brave, 

wave  O'er  the  land  of  the  free,  and  the  home  of  the  brave. 


278 


Battle-hymn  of  the  republic. 


(M11RP  T0I08S.) 


1.  Mine..  eyes  have  seen  the  glo  • ry  of  the  isoin  • ing  of  the  Lord;  He  is 

2.  I have  seen  Him  in  the  v&tch*&res  of  a hiin->dre<l  cir  • cling  camps;  They  have 

8.  I have  read  a fle  - ry  gos  • pel,  writ  in  bnr-nisbed  rows  of  steel;  "As  ye 

4.  He  has  sonnd  - ed  forth  the  tram  • pet  tiiac  shall  nev  • er  ^all  re  • treat;  He  is 

5.  In  the  bean  • ty  of  the  lU  • les,  Christ 'was  born  a - cross  the  sea,  With  a 


I V j V 


tramp  .>■ 

line 

oat 

the 

vin  - 

tage  where 

the 

of 

wrath 

are 

stored; 

He 

hath 

build  • 

ed 

Him 

an 

al  - 

tar 

in 

the 

eve  • 

dews 

and 

damps: 

I 

can 

deal 

with 

my 

oon 

- tem  - 

ners, 

so 

with 

TOO 

sy 

shall 

deal; 

Let 

sift  - 

mg 

ont 

the 

beuls 

of 

men 

be  • 

• lore 

bis 

ment 

- seat; 

Oh, 

glo  - 

rr 

in 

bis 

bo  - 

som 

that 

trans 

• flg  • 

ores 

yon 

and 

me; 

As 

he 

^ • 

-m — 

• • 

—0t- 

-JEl 

— 

..  0 t 

—M 

—m— 

loo^  the  fate  - ful  light-ning  of  His  ter  - ri  - ble  swift  sword.  His  truth  is  maroh-ing  on, 

read  bis  nght-eous  sen-tence  by  the  dim  and  flur  - ing  lamps.  His  day  is  maroh-ing  on. 

He  - ro,  born  of  worn  - an,  cr^h  the  aer- pent  with  his  heei.  Since  Qo<l  is  roarch-ing  on.” 
awift,  my  sonl,  to  an-swerHimI  be  iu  • bi  - lant,  niy  feetl  Our  God  is  march-ing  on. 

died  to  make  men  ho  - ly,  let  ns  die  to  make  men  free.  While  God  is  march-ing  on. 


Nute.-iibr  accozapaAiioeat  play  upper  line  an  octave  lower. 
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SOME  OLD  FAVORITES 

(Word*  Only) 


GOOD  LUCK  TO  THE  BOYS  OF  THE  ALLIES. 
Words  aoid  music  by  Morris  Manley. 

1;  It's  jolly  good'  luck  to  Jotmcie  Canuck 
And  all  tibo  allied  eoldlora, 

TUey’pe  fighting  day  by  day 
In  trenohee  far  away: 

They’ll  all  mardi  back  with  &e  Union  Jack, 

In  hJetio^  they'll  gain  fame, 

Just  give  them,  a cheer  and  banish  the  tear, 

For  they'll  return  again. 

Chorus ; 

Good  luck  to  the  boya  of  the  Allies, 

Just  cheer  them  on  their  way; 

The  Union  Jack  they’re  itroud  of, 

While  fighting  day  by  day; 

When  the  hai^  plays  that  tune  called  'Tipperary, 
There’e  Joy  right  in  fibelr  eyee; 

God  saye  our  gracious  King, 

Good  luck  to  Ute  boys  of  the  Allies. 


2.  They’re  Jolly  and  brave,  but  never  do  rave. 

About  their  pride  and  braveiy; 

Right  at  the  front  they  stay 
iDi  thickest  of  the  fray. 

'They’ll  win.  the  fight,  their  hearts  are  lighL 
You  bet  they’re  flUed  with  pluck; 

Right  on  thtir  track,  when  ^ey  come  bach, 

We'U  cheer  our  Johninie  Canudc. 

Printed  by  permission  of  Morris  Manley.  Owner  of 
copyright 


WE'LL  NEVER  LET  THE  OLD  FLAG  FALL 
Lytic  hy  Albert  E;  MacNutt 
Music  by  M,  F.  K^ly 

Britain’s  fiag  has  always  stood  for  Justice, 
Britain’s  hope  has  always  been  for  Peace, 
Britain's  foe»  have  known  that  Ihey  could  tru^  us 
'Bo  do  our-bost  to  make  the  canriana  ceasa 
Britalu’e  blood  will  never  stand  for  insult, 

Btit^n’s  sons  wiU  re^y  at  her  call, 

Britain’s  pride  will  never  let  her  extdt, 

]^t  we’ll  never  let  the  oM  flag  felL 
Chorus: 

We’U  never  let  the  old  fiag  fall, 

F<h‘  we  love  It  the  best  of  aU, 

We  dwt’t  want  to  fight  to  show  our  might. 

But  when  we  start  welU  fight,  fight 
In  peace  or  war  yoa’n  hear  us  sing, 

God  save  the  fiag,  God  save  the  King. 

At  tho  ends  of  the  world,  the  Sag’s  unfurl'd. 

We'll  never  let  the  c^d  fall. 

Britain's  sons-  have  always  call'd  her  Mother, 
Britain’s  sons  have  always  lov’d  her  best 
Britain's  sons  would  die  to  show  they  love  her, 

The  dear  old  Flag  laid  on  oacSi  manily  breast 
Britain’s  ships  have  always  ruled  the.  ocean, 
Britain’s  sons  will  serve  her  one  and  all, 

Brltaln^s  sons  will  show  their  true  devotloo> 

AnA  we’ll  never  let  tine  old  fiag  fall.- 
Printed  hy  permissikm  of  the  AnglO’Canadian  Music 
Publishers  Ass’n,  Limited,  and  Albert  E.  MacNutt. 
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SHIP  AHOYI 


ANNIE  LAURIE. 


("All  the  Nice  Girls  Love  a Sailor.”) 


Music  by  IaAj  Scott.' 
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You  were  ahraye  briglit  ano  cheery. 

But  a tear,  dear,  dims  your  ©ye.” 

Said  ebe,  ‘‘They’re  tears  of  gladuess,  Sllae, 
They’re  uot  tears  of  aaduese, 

It’s  Ofty  years  today  since  we  were  wed.” 
l^en  the  old  man's  dim  eyee  brightened. 
And  hie  etem  old  heak  It  lighten^, 

As  he  turned  to  her  and  said: 


MARY. 


Music  by  T.  Richardson. 


1.  Kind,  kind’  and  gentle  Is  she. 

Kind  Is  my  Mary; 

The  tender  bloesom  on.  the  tree 
Cannot  compare  wl’  Mary. 

Her  brow  Is  felr  as  winter’s  enow. 

Her  ohi^ks  wl’  modest  roses  blow, 
And  dove-lihe  glance  sweetly  flow 
Frae  out  the  e’en  o'  Mary. 


Chorus: 

Sae  kind,  ki,T>d  and  gentle  Is  she, 

Kind  is  my  Mary; 

The  tender  blossom  on*  the  tree 
Cannuot  compare  wl’  Mary. 

2.  Oh,  'see  yon  proud  and  haughty  lass, 

Her  head  wl’  pride  and  folly  tose’d; 
Ne'er  look  on  her,  but  let  her  pass; 

Be  sure  it  le  not  Mary. 

3.  But  eee  ye  one  o’  modest  air. 

Bedecked  wl’  beauty  satt  and  rare. 
That  makes  your  heart  feel  sweetly  sair, 
Gh,  weel  ye  ken  my  Mary. 


Printed  by  permission  of  Paterson  & Sons,  27 
George  St.,  Edinburgh,  owners  of  copyright,  from 
whom  the  song,  with  piano  accompaniment,  may  be 
had,  post  paid,  for  Is.  9d. 


Chorus: 


‘-‘Put  on  your  old  grey  bonnet 
With  the  blue  ribbon  on  It, 

WhQe  I bdtcb  old  Dobbdn  to  the  shay: 

And  through  Uie  flelds  of  closer, 

We’U  drive  up  to  Dover 
On  our  golden  wedding  day.” 

2.  It  wae  the  s^e  old  boomet, 

Whh  the  same  blue  ribbon  on  It 
In  the  old  shay,  by  his  side, 

That  he  drove  her  up  to  Dover 
Thro’  the  same  old  fiehlB  of  olover 
'To  become  his  happy  bride. 

The  birds  -were  sweetly  stogtog, 

- And  the  eame  old  belle  were  ringing, 

As  they  passed  the  quaint  cfld  church  where  they 
were  wed. 

And  that  night  when  stars  were  gleaming 
'Ihe  old  coui^e  lay  a^dreamlTig 
Dreaming  of  the  words  he  said: 


Printed  by  permission  of  Jerome  H.  Remlck  & Co., 
Det^t,  owners  of  the  copyright. 


Words  by  A J.  MILLS. 

Music  by  BBNNE’TT  SCOTT, 

1.  "When  the  man-o’-war  or  merriiant  rfiip 
Comes  sailing  into  port. 

The  Jolly  tar  with  joy 
Will  sli^  out  "Land  ahoy!” 

With  hie  pockets  fuU  of  money. 

And  a parrot  In  a cage, 

He  sndlee  at  all  the  pretty  glrle 
Upon  the  landing  stage. 

Chorus: 

All  the  nice  girls  love  a sailor. 

Ail  the  nfch  glrin  love  a tar; 

For  there’s  eomething  about  a saSor— 

Well,  you  know  what  ealloie  arel 
Bright  and  breezy,  fiee  and  easy, 

He’s  the  ladles'  pride  and  joy; 

Falls  in  love  with  Kate  and  Jane, 

Then  he’s  off  to  sea  again. 

Ship  ahoy!  Ship  ehoyl 

2.  He  will  spend  his  money  freely. 

And  he’s  generous  to  his  pals; 

While  Jack  has  got  a sou. 

There's  half  of  it  for  you. 

And  tt’e  just  the  same  In  love  or  war. 

He  goes  through  wdth  a smile; 

Arwt  you  trust  a sallor. 

He’s  a white  man  all  the  while. 

Printed  by-pezmiseion  of  Star  Music  Pub.  Co..  Ltd., 
London,  Ehtgland,  owners  of  copyright. 


1.  MazwelltoQ^e  braes  axe  bonnle, 
Where  early  falls  the  dew, 

And  'twas  there  that  Annie  Laurie 
Gave  me  her  promise  true. 

Gave  me  her  promise  true. 

Which  ne’er  forgot  will  he, 

And  for  bonmle  Aufiide  Laurie 
I’d  lay  me  doon  and  dee. 

2.  Her  brow  Is  like  the  snawdrift, 

Her  throat  Is  like  the  swan; 

Her  face  It  Is  the  fairest 
Th^  e’er  the  sun  shone  om. 

That  e'er  the  sun  shone  on. 

And  dark  blue  Is  bar  e’e, 

Anri  for  bonnle  Anmde  Inurie 
I’d  lay  me  doon  and  dea 

3.  Like  dew  on  the  gowan  lying 
1b  the  fall  of  her  fairy  feet. 

And  like  winds  in'  summer  tdghlng, 
Her  voice  Is  low  and  sweet; 

Her  voice  Is  low  and  srweet, 

And  she’s  all  the  world  to  me: 
And  for  bonnie  Anode  Laurie 
I'd  lay  me  doom  and  dee. 


PUT  ON  YOUR  OLD  GREY  BONNET. 


Words  by  S.  Murphy. 
Music  by  Percy  Wesrloh. 


KtLLARNEYi 
M.  W.  B^fa 
L By  Klllamey’e  lakes  and  fells, 
Bm’rald  Isies  and  wltMUng  bays, 
Mouni^n  paths  and  wcodland  dells, 
Mem'ry  ever  fon^  etrays. 
Bounteous  nature  lovee  edl  lands. 
Beauty  wanders  everywhere, 
Foot-prints  leaves  on  many  strandsi, 
But  her  home  le  surely  tbiere. 

Chiocrus:. 

Angels  fold  their  wings  end  rest, 

In  that  ^en  of  the  West, 

Beauty’s  hompo,  KlUameyl 
Elver  fair,  KlUameyl 


1.  On  the  old  farm  house  veranda 
There  eat  Silas  and  Miranda, 
ThinMng  of  the  days  gone  by. 
Saidi  he,  "Dearie,  don’t  be  weary, 
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2.  No  plaxse  else  can  cfharm  tfiie  eye 
With  fifudh  brlglrt  and  varied  tints, 

Every  rook  that  you  pees  by 
Verdure  broldere  or  beprlnita: 

Virgin  there  the  green  graee  grows, 

Every  morn  spring's  natal  day; 

Bright  hued  beniee  d^  the  snows, 

Smiling  winter's  frown  away. 

3.  MtbIc  Chore  for  eoho^dwells, 

Makes  each  sound  a harmony; 

Many-voiced  the  chorus  swells, 

TUI  It  faints  In  ecstasy. 

With  the  cfhannful  tjnts  below 
Seems  the  heaven  above  to  vie. 

All  rich  colors  that  we  know 
Tinge  the  cloud-wreatbs  In  that  sky. 

SILVER  THREADS  AMONG  THE  GOLD. 

Words  by  E.  B.  Rexford. 

Music  by  H.  P.  Danks. 

1.  Darling,  I am  growing  old. 

Silver  threads  among  the  gold 
Shine  upon  my  brow  to-day. 

Life  la  fading  fast  away; 

But,  my  darling,  you  will  be,  will  be, 

Always  young  and  fair  to  me; 

Yes!  my  darling,  you  wdll  be 
Always  young  e^  fair  to  me. 

Chxxrus: 

Darling,  I am  growing,  growing  old. 

Silver  lihreeds  among  the  gold 
Shine  upon  my  brow  today: 

Life  is  fading  fast  away. 

2.  When  your  hair  Is  silver  white, 

And  your  cheeks  no  longer  bright 
With  the  roses  of  the  May, 

I win  klse  your  lips  and  say, 

Oh!  my  darUng,  mine  alone,  alone. 

You  have  never  older  grown. 

Yes!  my  darUmg,  mine  alone, 

You  have  never  older  grown. 

HOME,  SWEET  HOME. 

Words  by  J.  Howard  P^ne 
Music  by  Sir  H.  R.  Bishop 

1.  'Mid  pleasures  and  palaces  though  we  may  roam, 
Be  It  ever  so  humble,  there's  no  place  like  home. 

A charm  from  the  sides  seems  to  hallow  us  there. 
Which,  seek  through  the  world,  is  ne’er  met  with 
elsewhere. 


THE  CAMPBELLS  ARE  COMIN'. 

The  Campbells  are  cornin’,  O ho,  0 ho. 

The  Campbells  are  cornin’,  O ho,  0 hoi 

The  Campbells  are  cornin’  to  boonie  Loch  Loven, 

The  Campbells  are  oomin',  O ho,  O ho, 

1.  Upon  the  Lomonds  I lay,  I lay. 

Upon  the  Lomond  I ley,  I lay, 

I looked  down  to  bonnie  Loch  Leven, 

And  beard  three  bonnle  pipers  play. 

2.  The  great  Argyle,  he  goes  before. 

He  makee  the  guns  and  cannon  roar, 
wr  sound  of  trumpet,  pipe  and  dnim, 

And  banners  wavixtig  in  the  sum 

3.  The  Campbells  they  are  a’  in  arms. 

Their  loyal  faith  and  truth  to  show; 

Wi’  banmers  rattlin’  In  the  win^ 

The  Campbells  are  cornin',  O ho!  0 ho! 

TOM  BOWLING. 

Charles  Dihdlm 

1.  Here  a sheer  hulk  lies  poor  Tom  Bowling, 

The  darling  of  our  crew; 

No  more  he’ll  hear  the  tempest  howling, 

For  death  has  broached  Min  to. 

His  form  was  of  the  manliest  beauty. 

His  heart  was  kind  and  soft. 

Faithful  below,  Tom  did  hie  duty, 

And  now  he’s  gone  aloft. 

(R^eat  last,  line). 

2.  Tom  never  from  his  word  departed. 

His  virtues  were  so  rare. 

His  fricDde  were  many  and  true  hearted ; 

His  Poll  was  kind  ai^  fair: 

And  then  he’d  sing  so  blithe  and  jolly, 

Ah!  many’s  the  time  and  oft! 

But  mirth  is  turned  to  melandholy, 

For  Tom  is  gone  alofL 

3.  Yet  shall  poor  T<mi  find  pleasant  weather 

When  He  who  all  commands 
Shall  give,  to  call  life’s  crew  together. 

The  word  to  pipe  all  bands. 

Thus  deaths  who  kings  and  tars  despatches. 

In  vain  Tom'o  life  hath  doff’d. 

For  though  his  body’s  under  hatches. 

His  soul  is  gone  aloft 


Chorus: 

Home,  home,  sweet  sweet  home! 

There's  no  place  Uke  hame,  there’s  no  place  like 
home. 

2.  An  exile  from  home,  splendor  dazzles  In  vain. 

Oh,  give  me  my  lowly  ttmtcbed  cottage  again. 

The  hinds  singing  gaily  that  came  at  my  call, 

Give  m^  them  with  the  peace  of  mind  dearer  than 
siL 

BONNIE  DUNDEE. 

Words  by  Sir  Waiter  Scott. 

1.  To  the  Lofds  of  Convention  ’twas  Cbaverhouse 

spoke; 

“Ere  the  King’s  crown  go  down  there  are  crowns 
to  be  broke; 

Then  each  cavalier  who  loves  honor  and  me. 

Let  him  follow  the  bonnets  o'  Bonnie  Dundee.” 
Chores: 

Come  flU  up  my  cup.  come  fill  up  my  can. 

-*  Come  saddiie  nxy  horsee  and  call  out  my  then; 

Unhook  the  jest  port  and  let  us  gae  free, 

For  it's  up  m’  fhe  bonoeta  o’  BotmUe  Dundee. 

2.  Dundee  he  is  mounted  he  ridee  up  ^ife  a^et. 

The  belle  they  ring  bftkward^  the  driunw  they^a^ 
beat,  m 

» But  the  Prevoet,  ddfoe  man,  said,  “Just  e’en  ler”  'k' 
‘ ttbo^  ■ X 

For  the  tounie  gaersid^tbat  dell  o'  Dundee.” 


WE’D  BETTER  BIDE  A WEI 

Claribel. 

1.  The  pair  anild  folk  at  hame,  ye  grind. 

Are  frail  and  failing  salr. 

And  w^l  I- ken  they'll  miss  me,  lad, 
Gin  I gae  hame  oae  malr, 

The  grist  is  out,  the  times  are  hard. 
The  kine  are  only  tbrea 
Chores: 

I canna  leave  the  auld  folks  now. 

We'd  better  bide  a wee, 

I cazma  leave  the  anld  folks  now. 

We’d  better  Wde  a wee, 

2.  When  first  we  told  our  etory,  lad, 

Their  blessiing  fell  sae  tree. 

They  gave  no  thought  to  self  at  all. 
They  did  but  tMnk  of  . me. 

But,  laddie,  that’s  a time  awa’. 

And  mlther’s  Uke  to  dea 

S.  I fear  me  salr,  they’re  failing  baith. 
For,  wh«i  I sit  apart. 

They'll  talk  o'  heaven  sae  earnestly. 

It  well  n^h  breaks  my  heart, 
laddie,  ddnna  urge  me  mair, 

.^rely  wlnna  be. 


/ 
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COMIN'  THRO'  THE  RYE. 

Words  by  Robert  Burns. 

Air  “Tbe  fiffUer's  I3aa^rter.” 

1.  Gin  a body  meet  a body  Cornin'  thro’  tbe  rye. 

Gin  a body  kiss  a body.  Need  a body  cry? 

Cb<Hiis: 

Ilka  lassie  ber  laddie, 

Nane,  tliey  say,  ba’e  I: 

Yet  a’  tlie  lads  they  snxUe  on  me, 

• When  condn'*  thro’  the  rye. 

. 2.  Gin  a body  meet  a body  Cornin’  £rae  the  well. 

Gin  a body  kiss  a body,  Need  a body  tell? 

3.  Gin  a body  meet  a bo^  Cornin’  free  the  town. 

Gin  a body  greet  a body,  Need  a body  frown? 

4.  Amang  the  train  there  is  a swain,  I dearly  love 

mysel’. 

But  whet’s  his  name,  or  where’s  his  hame,  I dlnna 
choose  to  t^l. 

KATHLEEN  MAVOURNEEN. 

P.  N.  Crouch. 

1.  Kathleen  Mayonmeen!  the  grey  dawn  Is  breaking, 
The  hoinn  of  the  hunter  is  heard  on  the  hill; 

The  lark  from  her  tight  wing  the  bright  dew  is 
shaking, 

Kathleen  Mavourneen!  what,  slumbering  still! 

Ohl  hast  thou  forgottmu  how  soon  we  must  sever? 
Oh,  hast  thou  forgotten  this  day  we  must  part? 
Chorus: 

It  may  be  for  yeeaia,  Mid  It  may  be  forever, 

Oh!  why  art  Siou  silent,  ttacar  velee  of  my  heart? 

It  may  be  for  yeaie  and  it  may  be  forever. 

Then  why  art  ttum  Kathleen  Mavourneen? 

2.  Kathleen  M&voameenT  awake  from  thy  elumbers, 
The  blue  mountaine  glow  In  the  sun's  golden  lighf; 
Ah!  where  de  the  spell  t>ntt  once  hung  on  my 

numbeie? 

Airise  In  thy  beauty,  thou  star  of  my  night 
Mavoaimeen,  Mavourneen,  my  sad  tears  are  falling, 
To  think  tlmt  from  Brin  «nd  thee  I must  part 

THE  LAST  ROSE  OF  SUMMER. 

Words  by  Thomas  Moora 

1.  'Tfa  the  last  rose  of  saEoniCT 
Left  bloomifig  alone: 

• All  her  lovely  coonpanione 
Are  faded  ajid  gone. 

No  flower  of  her 
NO-roeebait  £0  nfgh, 

To  iefiect  back  her  bhaflies, 

Or  give  edgh  tar  sigh, 

2.  ru  not  leave  thee,  thou  lone  one, 

To  pdne  on-  the  s'tom; 

Sin^  tine  lovely  are  sleephig, 

Go  sleep  thou  itilh  them. 

Thus  kindly  I scatter 
Thy  leaves  o^er  the  bed. 

Where  thy  matee  of  the  garden 
Lie  ecentlese  and  dead. 

3.  So  soon  may  I follow. 

When  friendshipe  deo^. 

And  from  love's  shining  drcle 
Ihe  gems  drop  away. 

When  true  hearts  aie  withered 
And  fond  one®  mo  flown. 

Oh,  who  would  inhabit 
Thio  bleak  world  alone? 

ROBIN  ADAIR. 

1.  What’s,  this  dull  town  to  me?  «« 

Robin’s  not  near;  ^ ^ 


What  was't  I wished  to  see, 

What  wished  to  hear? 

Where’s  all  the  Joy  and  mirth 

That  made  town  a heav’n  on  earth? 

Ohl  they’re  all  fled  with  thee. 

Robin  Adair. 

2.  What  made  the  assembly  shine? 

Robin  Adair; 

What  made  tbe  ball  so  fine? 

Robin  was  there. 

What,  when  the  play  was  o'er, 

What  made  my  heart  so  sore? 

Oh,  It  was  parting  with 
Robin  Adair. 

DIXIE. 

Dan  Emmett,  1869. 

1.  I wish  I was  in.  de  land  ob  cotton. 

Old  times  dar  am  not  forgotten, 

(Choi.)  Look  away!  Look  away!  Look  away! 
Dixie  Land. 

In  Dixie  Land  wbar  I was  bom  In^ 

EJarly  on  one  frosty  momin’. 
tCho.)  Look  away!  Look  away!  Look  away! 
Dixie  Land. 

Chorus: 

Dm  I wic&  I was  in  Dixie,  Hooray!  Hooray! 

In  Dixie  Land  I’U  take  my  stand. 

To  lib  and  die  in  Dixie,  Away,  Away, 

Away  down  South  ta  Dixie,  Away,  Away,  Away, 
Away  down  South  in  Dixie. 

2.  Old  Miseus  marry  *'W111  de  Weaber,” 

WilUum  was  a gay  deceaber; 

But  when  he  put  his  airme  around  her, 

He  smiled  as  fierce  ae  a fortypounder. 

S'.  Hie  ffue  was  sharp  as  a butcher’s  cleaber, 

But  dat  did  not  seem  to  greab  her; 

Old  Miseus  acted  the  fooU^  part. 

And  <tied'  f<^  a maji  dat  broke  her  heejt. 

4.  Now  here's  a health  to  -the  next  old  Missus, 

An'  all  de  gals  dat  want  to  Mbb  ns ; 

But  if  you  want  to  drive  'way  sorrow, 

Como  and  hear  die  song  to-morrow. 


I CANNOT  SING  THE  OLD  SONGS. 

L I cannot  sing  the  old  wrmgw 
1 sang  long  years  ago, 

For  heart  and  voice  would  fail  me^ 

And  foolish  tears  would  flow, 

Por  by-gone  hours  coone  o'er  my  heart 
Wltii  ea<di  familiar  strain; 

I cannot  sing  the  old  songs. 

Or  dream  those  dreams  again. 

Chorus: 

(Repeat  last  two  lines  of  each  verse). 

2.  I cannot  sing  the  old  songs. 

For  visions  oome 
Of  golden  dreams  d^arted. 

And  years  of  weary  palm 
Perhaps  when  earthly  fetters  shall 
Have  set  my  spirit  free. 

My  voice  may  Imow  the  old  songs 
For  all  eternity. 

JOHN  PEEL. 

1.  D’ye  ken  John  Peel  with  his  coat  so  gay. 

D’ye  ken  John  Peel  at  the  break  of  ^e  <W.- 
D'ye  ken  John  Peel  whe^.he’s  far,  nr  away, 
With  his  ^^inds  and  his  ^lorn  In  the  morning? 


Cbord| 

'For  the  sound  of  his  bom  I 
And  the  cry  of  the  hounids 


ought  me  from  my  bed, 
fcvhlch  he  ofttlmes  led:  ^ 


fk 
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OFT  IN  THE  STILLY  NIGHT. 

Thomas  Moore. 

1.  Oft  In  the  stilly  night, 

Eire  slumber’s  fibatn  tms  bomii)  me, 

Fond  mem’ry  brings  the  light 
Of  other  days  around)  me. 

The  smiles,  the  teaire  of  boyhood’s  years, 
The  words  of  love  then  spoken 
The  eyes  that  shone,  now  dimm’d  and  gone. 
The  cheerful  hearts'  now  broken! 


Chorus: 

Thais  In  the  stilly  ni^t, 

Eire  lumber’s  nh*i-i'n  ha«  bound  me. 
Sad  mem'ry  brings  the  light 
Of  other  days  aiTound  me. 

2.  When  IrBrnemberall 

The  friends  so  link’d  together, 

I’ve  seen  around  me  falh  > 

Like  leaves  in  wintry  weather; 

1 feel  like  one  who  treads  alone 
Some  banquet  ball  deeded. 

Whose  lights  are  fled, 

Whose  garlands  dea^ 

And  all  but  he  departed. 


THE  SOLDIERS  OF  THE  KING. 

Britons  once  did  loyally  declaim 
About  the  way  we  rul’d  the  waves; 
Bv’ry  Briton's  song  was  just  the  same, 
Wheh  singtng  of  our  soldier  braves. 

All  the  world  bad  beard  IL 
Wonder’d  why  we  sang, 

And  some  have  learn’d  the  reason  why. 
But  we’re  forgetting  iL 
And  we're  letting  it 
Fade  away  and  gtaduaDy  die. 

Fade  away  and  gra^ialiy  die. 

So  when  we  say  that  Bngland’s  master. 
Remember  who  has  made  her  so. 

Chorus. 

It’s  the  Soldlero  of  the  King,  my  lads, 
Who’ve  been,  my  lads,  Who’ve  seen,  my 
lads. 

In  the  fight  for  England’s  glory,  lads. 

When  we  have  to  show  them  what  we  mean, 
And  when  we  say  we've  always  won, 

And  when  they  ask  us  bow  it's  done, 

We’il  proudly  point  to  every  one  of  Eng- 
land’s soldiers  of  the  King. 


Peel’s  view  halloo  would  awaken  the  dead 
Or  the  fox  from  his  lair  la  the  morning. 

2.  Yes.  I ken  Johco  Peel,  and  Ruby,  too; 

Ranter  and  Rlagwoc^  Bellman  and  True, 

From  a find  to  a check,  from  a check  to  a view, 
BYom  a 'view  to  a dea'th  In  the  morning. 

3.  Then  here’s  to  John  Peel,  from  my  heairt  and  eouL 
Let’s  drink  to  his  health,  let's  finish  the  bowl. 
We’ll  follow  John'  Peel  thro’  flair  and  thie’  foul. 

If  we  want  a good  hunt  in  the  morning. 


LONG,  LONG  AGO. 

T.  H.  BAYLY. 

1.  Tell  me  the  tales  that  to  me  were  so  dear, 
(Cho.)  Long,  long  ago^  Long,  long  ago, 
Sing  me  the  songs  I delighted  to  hear, 
(Cho.)  Long,  long  ago,  long  ago, 

Now  you  are  oome  all  my  grief  is  removed. 
Let  us  forget  that  €so  long  you  have  roved. 
Let  me  believe  that  you  love  as  you  loved, 
(Cho.)  Long,  long  agoi,  long  ago. 


2.  Do  you  remember  the  pa-th  where  we  met? 

Ah,  yes,  you  told  me  you  ne’er  would  forget. 

Then  to  all  others  smile  you  preferred, 

Love,  when  you  spokei,  ga/ve  a charm  to  each  word ; 
Still  my  heart  treasures  the  praises  I heard. 


3.  Though  hy  your  klndnese  my  fond  h<Hws  were 
raised* 

You  by  more  eloquent  lips  have  been  praised. 

But  by  long  absence  yooir  tiuth  has  been  tried, 
Still  to  your  accents  I listen  with  pride. 

Blest  as  I was  when  I sat  by  your  dde. 


SWEET  AND  LOW. 


Words  by  Alfred  Lord  Tennyson. 
Music  by  Sir  J.  Barnby. 


Sweet  and  low,  sweet  ajid  low. 

Wind  of  the  Western  sea; 

Low,  low.  breathe  and  blow, 

W'tod  of  the  Western'  sea: 

Over  the  rolfing  waters  go, 

Oome  from  the  dying  moon  and  blow. 

Blow  him  again  to  me, 

While  my  littlle  one,  while  my  pretty  <»e  steeps. 
Sleep  and  reat,  sleep  and  resL 
F^aither  will  come  to  thee  soon; 

Reet,  rest  on  mothi^s  breast, 

Father 


THe«,  Canada 
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